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HART-LEAP WELL. 



Sort-Leap Well is a small spring of water y ahouf Jht milet 
frwn Richmond in Yorlshirey and near the side of the road 

tffhich leads from Richmond to Askrigg. Its name is derived 
from a remarkable chace, the memory of which is preserved 

iy the monuments spoken of in the second Part of the follovoing 

Poem^ which momtments do- now exist as I have there described 

them. 



The Knight had ridden down from Wensley moor 
With the slow motion of a summer's cloud; 
He< tum*d aside towards a Vassal's door. 
And, '' firing another Horse ! ** he cried aloud. 

*' Another Hcwrse !"— That ihout the Vassal heard. 
And saddled his best steed, a comely Grey $ 
Sir Walter mounted him f he was the third 
Which he had mounted on that glorious day.. 
Vol. IL A. 
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Joy sparkled in the prancing Courser's cjrcs 5 
The horse and horsemen are a happy pair ; 
But, though Sir Walter like a falcon flies. 
There is a doleful silence in the air, 

A rdut thif momiflg left Shr Walter*(» Ib^y 
*ftat as they gallop'd made the echoes roar> 
But horse and man are vanish'd, one and all i 
&cb race, I think, was never seen before. 

Sir Waker, restless as a veering wind/ 
Calls to the few tired dogs that yet remain : 
Brach, Swift and Music, noblest of their kind,. 
Follow, and weary up the mountain strain. 

llie Khighl haUbfiTd; ht thid and <^«r*d th«M dfr 
With suppliant gestures md dpbradingsi stem ^ 
But brdath a»i 6ye-sl^t M\, and, out bf one. 
The djugs are itittdi'd dm^g the nli^unl^ii fem. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Whei^ is the throDg, the tuoquU ^f the cbacj9.^ 
The. bugles tba.1 m joy^y wcro Uowa ? 
•^Thsflt^cettlook^QotliliAaQ ^$xth\y. X9^ } 
Sir Walter jtod the Hart are l^ft aloo^ 

The poor Hart tmli akmg the iDomH«ip «(te:j. 
I will not stop IQ tell how far be Aei, 
Nor will I mention by what death be i^} 
But now the Knight beholds him lying dea(|. 

Dismounting tbea^ he leaned agaii^t a tbom j 
He had no follower^ dogj nor v^n, nor boy : 
He aeithen stmok^d Us whipj nor blew his horp^ 
But gaz'd upon the spoil with sUmifof* 

Oose to the thorn on which Sir Walter leai^dj 
Stood his dumb partner in this glorious a& j 
Weak as a Iamb the hour that it is yean'd> 
And foaming like a mountain cataradt 
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upon his side the Hart was lying stretched : 
His nose half-touch'd a spring beneath a hiU^ 
And with the last deep groan his breath had feteh*d 
The waters of the spring were trembling stiU. 

And now, too happy for repose or rest. 

Was never man in such a joyful case. 

Sir Walter walfc*d all round, north, south and west> 

And gaz*d, and gaz'd upon that darling [dace. 

And turning up the hill, it was at least 
Nine roods of sheer ascent. Sir Walter found 
Three several marks which with his hoofs the beast 
Had left imprinted on the yerdant ground. 

Sir Walter wiped his face> and criied, ^ Tilt now 
Such sight was never seen by living eyes : 
Three leaps have borne him from this lofty brow,, 
Down to the very fountain wiiere he lies^ 
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Ill build a Pleasure-house upon this spot. 
And a small Arbour, made for rural joy > 
*Twill be the traveller's shed, the pilgrim's cot, 
A place of love for damsels that are coy. 

^* 

A cunning Artist will I have to frame 

A bason for that fountain in the dell ', 

And they, who do make mention of the same, 

From this day forth, shall call it Hart-leap Well. 

And, gallant brute ! to make thy praises knowo^ 
Another monument shall here be rais'd ^ 
Three several pillars, each a rou^ hewn stone. 
And planted where thy hoofs the turf have graz'd. 

And in the summer-time when days are long, 
I will come hither with my paramour. 
And with the dancers, and the minstrers song. 
We will make merry in that pleasant bower. 
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Till the foandations of the mountaitis fail 
M7 mansion trith its arbour shall endnre y 
— The J07 of them who till the fields of Swale, 
And them who dwell among the woods of Ure." 

Then home he went, and left the Hart, stone-dead. 
With breathless nostrils -stretch'd above the spring. 
And socto the Knight perform -d what he had said. 
The fartjc whereof through many a land did nng. 

£k^ dirice the tnoon into her portliaci steer'd, 
A cup of tstone receiv'd the living well 5 
Tbree pniare di rude ^tone Sir Walter reared, 
i^wl^built a honse of pleasure in &e ddl. 

And miar the fountain, flowers cf stature tall . 
With trailiag plants and trees were tntertwin*d, 
Whkh so^n composed a little sylvan hall, 
A leafy ^(belter Irom tlie sun and wind. 
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And thither, when the sommer days were feiig> 
Sir Walter joumey'd with his paramour -, 
And with the dancers and the minstrel*8 scmg 
Made merriment within that pleasant bower. 

The Knight, Sir Walter, died in course of time> 
And his bones lie in his paternal vale.— 
But there is matter for a second rhyrae> 
And I to t^ would add another talev 
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PART SECOND. 



The moving accident is not my trade. 
To curl the blood I have no ready arts ; 
Tis my delight, alone in summer shade. 
To pipe a simple song to thinking hearts. 

As I from Hawes to Richmond did repair^ 
It chanc*d that I saw standing in a dell 
Three aspins at three corners of a square. 
And one, not four yards distant, near a velt 

What this imported I could ill divine. 
And; pulling now the rein my horse to stop, 
I saw three pillars standing in a line. 
The last stone pillar on a dark hill-top. 
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The trees were grejr^ with neither arms nor bead ; 
Half-wasted the square mound of tawny green ; 
So that you just might 8ay> as then I said, 
^' Here in old time the hand of man has been." 

i look*d upon the hills both far and near ; 
More doleful place did never eye survey 5 
It seem'd as if the spring-time came not here. 
And Nature here were willing to decay. 

I stood in various thoughts and fancies lost. 
When one who was in Shepherd's garb attir'd. 
Came up the hollow. Him did I accost. 
And what this place might be I then inquired. 

The Shepherd stopped, anddiat same story told 
Which in my former rh)ane I have rehears'd. 
^* A jolly place," said he, '^ in times of old. 
But something atls it now 5 the spot is 4:urs'd. 
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Yam -see these lifeless Jtamps d( ft^^on wood. 
Some say that they arc beeches, others fAmSy 
These u^re the Bower ; and here a Man^icm stood^ 
Thei&iest palace of >a bondred realmSr 

The arbour does its own condition tell, 
You see the stones, the fountain, and the ^ream. 
But as to the great Lodge, you might as well 
Hunt half a day for a forgotten dream. 

There's neither dog nor heifer, horse nor shc^. 
Will wet his Ups within that cup of stone ^ • 
And> oftentimos, when all are fast asleepj. 
This water doth «end f(»th a ddorous groan. 

Some say that here a murder has been don^. 
And blood cries out for blood : but, for my part,* 
IVe giaess^d, when IVe been sitting in the sun,. 
That it was aB for Uiat imfaappy Hart» 
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What thougfatBfiamt through the creatttre*« bnon liave 

passed ! 
To this place from the stone upon the steep 
Are but three bounds, and look. Sir, at ihis last ! 
O Master I it has been a cruel leap. 

For thirteen hours he ran a desperate race } 
And in my simple mind we cannot tell 
What cause the Hart might have to lore thisphee. 
And come and make his death-bed near the well. 

Here on the grass perhaps a^eep be sank, 
Lull*d by this fountain in the sommer^tide ; 
This water was perhaps the first he drank 
When he had wander*d from his mother's side. 

In April heire beneath the scented thorn 
He heard the birds their morning carols sing. 
And he, perhaps, fbr aught we know, was bom 
Not half a furlong from that self-same spring. 
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But now here's neither grass nor pl^a^ajit sh^e i 
The sun on drearier hollow never shone;: 
So will it be, as I have often said, ^ 
Till trees, and stones, and fountain all are gone." 

*' Grey-headed Shepherd, thou hast spoken well ; 
Small difference lies between thy creed and mine -, 
This beast not unobserved by Nature fell. 
His death was moum'd by sympathy divine. 

The Being, that is in the clouds and air. 
That is in the green leaves among the groves. 
Maintains a deep and reverential care 
For them the quiet creatures whom he loves. 

The Pleasure-house is dust : — ^behind, before. 
This is no common waste, no common gloom $ 
But Nature, in due course of time, once more 
Shall here put on her beauty and her bloom. 
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She leaves these objeifts to a slow decay 

I'hat what we are, and have been, may be known > 

But, at the coming of the milder day. 

These monuments shall all be overgrown. 

One lesson. Shepherd, let us two divide. 
Taught both by what she shews, and what concealf>. 
Never to blend our pleasure or our pride 
With sorrow of the meanest thing that feels. 
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There was a Boy, ye knew him well, ye Cliffs 
And Islands of Winander ! many a time. 
At eyening, when the stars had just begun 
To move along the edges of the hills. 
Rising or setting, would he stand alone, 
3eneath the trees, or by the glimmering lake. 
And there, with fingers interwoven, both hands 
Pressed closely palm to palm and to his mouth 
Uplifted, he, as through an instrument. 
Blew mimic hootings to the silent owls 
That they might answer him. And they would shout 
Across the wat'iy vale and shout again 
Besponsive to his call, with quivering peals. 
And long halloos, and screams, and echoes loud 
Bedoubled and redoubled, a wild scene 
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Of mirth and jocund din. And^ when it chanced 
That pauses of deep silence mock*d his skiU, 
Then, sometimes, in that silence, while he hung 
Lbtening, a gentle shock of mild surprize 
ijas carried far into his heart the voice 
Of mountain torrents, or the visible scene 
Would enter unawares into his muid 
With all its solemn imagery, its rocks. 
Its woods, and that uncertain heaven, received 
Into the bosom of the steady lake. 

Fair are the woods, and beauteous is the spot. 
The yale where he was bom : the Church-yard hangs 
Upon a slope above the village school. 
And there along that bank^when I have pass*d 
At evening, I believe, that n^ his grave 
A full half-hour together I have stood. 
Mot e for he died when he was ten years dd. ' 



\ 
* 



« 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



BROTHERS, 



A PASTORAL POEM. 
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The BROTHERS* 



These Tourists^ Hi$aven Reserve p« ! o/U^ mv^ Jive 

A profitable life : some glance gtoogr 

Rapid .ai^d g^y, at if the aartl) were air> 

And they were butterflies jto w^l about 

Long as. their summer lasted ; sonoe^ as w^^ 

Up(^ the fc^iebead q( a jutting crag 

Sit perch'd with bpok and pencil on their knee^ 

And look and scribbk, scribUe on and look> 

Until a ipan caight travel twelve stout niilfis> 

Or reap au acre qf hiji neighbour's com. 



* This Poem ws^ intended to be the concluding poem of ^ series 
of pastorals, the scene of which was laid among the mountan^i 
of Cumberland and Westmoreland. I mention this to apologise 
ior the abiupmess with which the poem begins. 
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But, for that moping son of Idleness 

Why can he tx^rj yonder ^ — la our church-yard 

Is neither epitaph nor monument. 

Tomb-stone nor name, only the turf we tread. 

And a few natural graves. To Jane, his Wife, 

Tbus spake the homely driest of Ennerdale. 

It was a July evening, and he sate 

Upon the long stone -seat beneath the eaves 

Of his old cottage, as it chanced that day. 

Employed in winters work. Upon the stone 

His Wife sate near him, teasing matted wool. 

While, from the twin cards toothed with glittering wire,. 

He fed the spindle of his^ youngest cbildi 

Whotum'd h^ large round wheel in the open air 

With back and forward steps. Towards the field' 

In which the parish chapel stood alone. 

Girt round with a bare ring of mossy wall. 

While half an hour wentby, the Priest had sent 

Many a long look of wonder., and at last, 

Bisen from his se^t, beside the snowy ridge 
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Of carded wool which the dd Man had piled 
He laid his implements with gdjitle care, 
£ach in the other locked -, and, down the path 
Which from hb cottage to the church-jard led. 
He toojt his way, impatient to accost 
llie Stranger, whom he saw still Hogering there, 

*rwas one well known to him in {orvaer d^iys, 
A Shepherd-lad : who ere his thirteenth year 
Had changed his calling, with the mairinerB 
A fellpw-mariner, and so had fared 
Through twenty i^easoss^ but be had been rear'd 
Among the mountains, and he in his heart 
Was half a Shepherd (Hi the stormy seas. 
Oft in. die piping shrouds had Leonard heard 
The tones of waterfalls, and inland sounds 
Of caves and trees ^ and when the regular wind 
Between the tropics filFd the steady sail 
And blew with the same breath through days and Weeks^ 
Lengthening invisibly its weary line 
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Along the cloUdlfefid main, he; in those hoiirs 

Of tiresome indcftenee would bften bang 

Over Afe fesAtV^ iidtf and gaze and gaze, 

And> x^hllfe the bto^d gteen i^^ve and sparkling fodba 

Flash'd round him images and hues> that wrought 

In utAtAk With the ethployment of hi^ hearty 

He, thus by feverish passion overcome, 

Evetf t^ith tlitj organs df hi* bodily eye. 

Below hitti, ih ^e bdscfttt of the deep 

Saw moUtltsdm> saw the forms of sheep that graz'd 

On verdant hiUs, with dweHiogt aaiong treed« 

AnA Shepfeieitlsclad ih thb satfie country grey 

Which hd Mittbfelf had Worft * 

Andnowat)engdi« 
From p^il3 hiahtfdidi ¥fi^h «G«fe smdll We^th 
Acquired by traffic In the Itfdian hlw> 
To hte pmsriiil Kbftie he U rettirn'di 



♦ This description of the Calenture is sketched from an imper- 
fcft recoUefticn of an admirable one In prose, by Mr. Gilb'cfl, 
Author of the Hurricane. 
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With a determin'd purpofe to resume 
The life which he ]iv*d there, both for the sake 
Of manj darling pleasures, and the love 
Which to an only brother he has borne 
In aU his hardships, since that happy time 
When, whether it blew foul 6r fair, thejr two 
Were brother Shepherds on their native hills. 
^— They were the last of all their race j and now. 
When Leonard htid approadi*d his home, his heart 
Fail'd in him, and, not venturing to inquire 
Tidings of one whom he so dearly lov'd. 
Towards the church-yard he had tum*d aside. 
That, as he knew in what pardcular spot 
His famOy were laid, he thence might learn 
If still his Brother liv*d, or to the fife 
Another grave was added.— He had found 
Anoth^ grave, near which a fall hsdf hour 
He had remained, but, as he gaz'd, there greW 
Such a confusion in his mcp^.ory. 
That he began to doubt, and he had hq>es 
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That he had seen this heap of turf before, 

tThat it was not another grave, but one. 

He had forgotten. He had lost his path, 

As up the vale he came that afternoon. 

Through fields which once had been well known to hioi. 

And Oh ! what joy the recollection now 

Sent to his heart ! he lifted np his cye». 

And looking rouai he thought that he perceiv'd 

Strange alteration wrought on every side 

Among the woods and fields, and that the rocks^ 

And the eternal hills, themselves were chang'd. 

By this the Priest who down the fidd had come 
Unseen by Leonard, at the church-yard gate 
Stopp'd short, and thence, at leisure, limb by limb 
He scanned hun with a gay complacency. 
Aye, thought the Vicar, smiling to himself, 
Tis one of those who needs must leave the path 
Of the world's business, to go wild alone : 
his arms have a perpetual holiday. 
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The happy man will creep aboat the fields 
FollowiBg his fancies by the hour, to bring 
Tears down his cheek, or solitary smiles 
Into his face, until the setting sun 
Write Fool upon his foreliead. . Wanted thus 
Beneath a shed that overarched the gate 
Of this rude church-yard, till the stars appeared 
The good man might have commun*d with himself 
But that the Stranger, who had left the grave. 
Approached ; he recognized the Priest at once. 
And afto: greetings interchang*d, and given 
By Leonard to the Vicar as to one 
" Unknown to him, this dialogoe ensued. 

LEONARD. 
You live. Sir, in these dales, a quiet life : 
Your years make up one peaceful family ; 
And who would grieve and fret, if, welcome come 
And welcome gone, they are so like each other. 
They caonot.be remember d. Scarce ft funeral 
Comes to this church-yard once in eighteen months $ 
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And yet^ some chdiiges mu6t take place among you, 
And you, who dwell here, eren among these rocks 
Can trace the finger of mortality. 
And see, that with our thteescone years and teti 

We are not all thdt perish. 1 remember. 

For many ye^Uis ago I pass'd this road. 

There wa§ it fbdt^Way all aloi^g the fields 

By the brook^id6^*tis gone-^and that dark cleft ! 

To me it ims ndt s^n^ to Wear the face 

Which then it had. 

PRISST. 

Why, Sir, for aught I kdow. 
That chasm is tnudi the same -— 

LEONARD* 

But, fiurdy, yohd^— • 
PRIEST. 
Ay*, there itidi^ed, yobr membty Is a IHend 
That does not; play you false.— On that tall pike> 
(It is the lonai^t place ofaU these hilk) 
Th^e wat t#0 Sj^ngs which bubbled side by slde^ 
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As if they had been made that they might h6 
Companions for each other : ten years back. 
Close to those brother fountains, the huge crag 
Was rent with lightning — one ie dead and gone^ 
The oihfei*, left behind, is flowing still.—— 
For accidents and changes such as these. 
Why we have store 6f theth ! a water spout 
Will bring down half a mountain -, what a feast 
For folks that wander up and down hke you, 
To see an acre's breadth of that wide cliff 
One roarmg catarad — a sharp May storm • 
Will come with loads of January snow, 
Atid.in one night send twenty score of she^ 
To feed the ravens, or a Shepherd dies 
By some untoward death among the rocks : 
The ice breaks up and sweeps away a bridge— 
A wood i^ t'AYA :i^aild then for our own homes ! 
A child is bom or chriiten*d, a field ploughed, 
A daughter sent to setvice, a web spun, 

ck 

The old bttUSfe clo^ is deck*d with a new face 5 
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And bencc, so far from wanting fads or dates 

To chronicle the time^ we all have here 

A pair of diaries^ one serving. Sir, 

For the whole dale, and one for each fire-side. 

Your s was a stranger s judgment : for historians 

Commend me to these vallies. 

LEONARD. 

Yet your churcli-yard 
Seems, if such freedom may be used witK you. 
To say that you are heedless of the past. 
Here's neither head nor foot-stone, plate of brass. 
Cross-bones or skull, type of our earthly state 
Or emblem of our hopes : the dead man's home 
Is but a fellow to that pasture field. 

PRIEST. 

Why there. Sir, is a thought that's new to me. 
The Stone-cutters, 'tis true, might beg their bread 
If every English church-yard were like ours : 
Yet your conclusion wanders firom the trutk 
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We hare no need of names and cpitaphji, 

Wc talk about the dead by our fire-side$. 

And then for our inynortal part, tiv want 

No symbols. Sir, to tell us that plain tale : 

The thought of death sits easy on the man 

Who has been bom and dies among the mountains : 

LEONARD. 

Your dalesmen,- then, db in- each other^s thoughts 
Possess- a kind of second life : no doubt 
You, Sir, could help me to the history 
Of half these Graves ?. 

priest; 

With what IVe witnessed, and with what IVe heard^ 

Perhaps I might, and, on a winter's evening. 

If you were seated at my chimney's nook 

By turning o er these hillocks one by one. 

We two could travel. Sir, through a strange round; 

Yet all in the broad high-way of the world. 

Now there's a grave — ^your foot is half upon it. 
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It looks just Hke the rest, and yet tkat Qi^ 
Died broken- h£arti?d. 

LEONARD. 

Tis a common c^c. 
Well take another : who is he that lies 
Beneath yon ridge, the last of those three graves ;— 
It touches on that piece of native rock 
Left in the diurpi>ryard wall. 

PRIEST. 

That's Walter Ewbank, 
He had as white a head and Iresh a cheek 
As ever were produc'd by youth and age 
£ngen4eripg ip the blood of hale foiarscorje. 
For five loi^ genera^pns h^d the l^eart 
Of Walter's fore&ther^ o'ei^ow'd the bounds 
Of their inheritance, that jingle cottage. 
You see it yonder, and tho^c few green fields. 
They toil*d ^^ wrought, ^d stilly from sjiretp^pp, 
£ach 4itrp{^^ed^ and e^^k yielded as b^bii& 
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A. little — f et a Utd&r^nd oW Wakcr, 
They left to him the femUy heart, and knd 
With other burthens tji^ the qrop it hprCrf 
Year after year the uld man 9tiU pre^rv'd 
A cbearful nund, and buffeted with bond» 
Interest and nc)ortg9ge$ j s^ laat he sank, 
And went into his grave before his tipae. 
Poor Walter ! w.heljier it was care tb^t spurr'd hkfi 
€»od Qoly knows^ but to the very 1^ 
He had the lightest ftx^t in Enaerdal^ : 
His pace was never that of .^n old man ; 
I almost see him tripping down tk^ path 
»With his two Grandsons after him. — ^but jFoa> 
Unless our Landlord be your host t€vnight> 
Have far to travel, and in these rough paths 
Even in the longest day of midsummer — 

LEONARB. 
But these two Orphans ! 

PRIEST. 

Orphans ! s^ich they wpi;ew» 
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Yet not while Walter liv*d — ^for, though their Parents- 
Lay buried side by side as now they lie. 
The old Man was a father to the boys. 
Two fathers in one father : and if tears 
Shed, when he talk'd of them where they -were not,. 
And hauntings from the in fl rarity of love. 
Are aught of what makes up a mother's heart. 
This old Man in the day of his old age 
Was half a mo^rto them. — If you weep. Sir, 
To hear a stranger talking about strangers. 
Heaven bless you when you are among your kindred ! 
Aye. You may turn that way — it is a grave 
Which will bear looking at. 

LEONARD. 

These Boys 1 hope 
They lov'd this good old Man-^ 

PRIEST. 

They did— and trul^- 
Sut that was what we almost overlooked. 
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They were such darlings of each other. For 
Though from their cradles they had liv'd with Waltar^ 
The only kinsman near them in the house. 
Yet he being old, they had much love to spare. 
And it all went into each other's hearts. 
Leonard, the elder by just eighteen months. 
Was two years taller : 'twas a joy to see. 
To hear, to meet them ! from their house the School 
Was distant three short miles, and in the time 
Of storm and thaw, when every water-course 
And unbridg'd stream, such as you may have notic'd 
Crossing our roads at every hundred steps. 
Was swoln into a noisy rivulet. 
Would Leonard then, when elder boys perhaps 
Remained at home, go staggering through the fords 
Bearing his Brother on his back.— I've seen him. 
On windy days, in one of those stray brooks. 
Aye, more than once I've seen him mid-leg deep. 
Their two books lying both on a dry stone 
tTpon the hither side :— -and once I said> 
VoLlL C 
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As I remmxher, lookisg reoi^d theie roeks 
And killson whiob wi^ aU of ms were bara> 
That God who maik the great book of the world 
WouU h^esft such pietjiKi^ 

LEONARD, 

It nwy be then — 

WIIEST. 
Never did worthier kdi break Eag^isli bread : 
The finest Sunday that the Atttumn saw, 
Witk ^ its meafy clusters of npe nuts. 
Could Devef* ke^ these boi^ away from churchy 
Or tempt them to an hcmr of sabi>atk b«ea«di. 
Leonaifd and Jannet \ I wanraat, everycomer 
i^iiong these rocka and e^very hottow place 
Whjete foot could eome, to one or both of them 
Was ki^wn as weM as tathe ftowers t^t grew there. 
LUqe roebucks they went bounding o*ev the hiUs : 
They p]ayU like two young laven^ oa the oraga : 
Then they c(&uM wnte> aye stfsd speak toc^ as: we^ 
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As many of tbeir bcUero-^aod for Leonard ! 
The very night before he went away^ 
In my own boote I put intp his band 
A Bib^ and Td wager twenty pounds^ 
That> if be is aliva^ be has it yetr 

LEONARD, 

It seems, these Brothcn* have not liv*d to be 
A contort to each other.-— 

PRIEST. 

•That they might 
Live to that end^ is what both old and young 
In this our valley aU of us have wish*d^ . 
And what, for n^ part, I have ofbn pray* d : 
But Leonard— 

LEONARD. 

Then James still is left among you- 

PRIEST. 
lis of the elder Brother I am speaking : 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



36 



They had an Uncle, he wa§ at that time 

A thriving man, and traffick'd on the seas : 

And, but for this same Uncle, to this hour 

Leonard had never handled rope or shroud. 

For the Boy lov d the life which we lead here j 

And, though a very Stripling, twelve years old 5 

His soul was knit to this his native soiL 

But, as I said, old Walter was too weak 

To strive with such a torrent 5 when he died. 

The estate and house were sold, and all their sheep, 

A pretty flock, and which, for aught I know. 

Had clothed the Ewbanks for a thousand years. 

Well^— all was gone, and they were destitute. 

And Leonard, chiefly for his brother's sake, 

Kesolv'd to try his fortune on the seas. 

Tis now twelve years since we had tidings from him. 

If there was one among us who had heard 

That Leonard Ewbank was come home again. 
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From the great Gavel*> down by Leeaa*a Banks^ 
And down the £nna> far as £gremont>^ 
The daj would be a vciy festival^ 
And those two bells of ours, which there you jee 
Hanging in the open air — but> O good Sir 1 
This is sad talk — theyll never «ound for him 
Living or dead — ^When last we heard of him 
He was in slavery atnong the Moors 
Upon the Barbary Coast — Twas not a little 
That would bring down his spirit^ and/ no doabt^ 
Before it ended in his deaths the Lad 



* The great Gavel, so called I imagine, from its resembknce 
to the Gable end of a house, is one of the highest of the Cum- 
berland mountains. It stands at the head of the several valet of 
Ennerdale, Wastdale^ and Bonowdale. 

The Leeza is a River which follows into the Lake of Enner- 
dale : on issuing from the Lake, it changes its name, and is 
called the End, Eyne, or Enna. It falls into the sea a little be- 
low Egremont. 
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Wai sa#^ cfo96*<l^-J^oor Leonard ! wbrn w^patl^. 
He took me by the hand and said to nue. 
If ever the day cani6 ^vhen ht was rkh, 
Hd wodd t^miti, and on his Father's Land 
He would grow old anicmg^» 

LEONARD. 

If that day 
Should m^aiR, *midilkl needs be a glttd day hic him > 
He w^6«ild !|iiinsdf> no d(ydbt, be ^ liappy then 
As any that she^ meet him^^ 

Happy, Sir — 

LEONARD. 

You said his kindred dl were in their ffavee. 
And Aal he had one Brother — 

PRIEST. 

That is but 
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A fellow tale of sorrow. Vtom hU youtk 
James^ thoagk not tlckly, ytt wat delkattt, 
. And Leonard being dways b)r his tid« 
Had done 00 many c^ccs about hiro> 
That^ though he was not of a timid nature^ 
Yet still the spirit of a mountaiA boy 
InMinwassottiewhatebeckU ai^d when hiaBro^^ 
Was gone to aea and he was left alone 
The little colour that he had was soon - 
St(den from his cheeky he droop'd^ and pin'd and pin*d : 

LEONARD. 
But these are sdl the graves of full grown men t 

PRIEST. 

Aye> Sir^ that passed away : we took hira to us. 
He was the child of aH the dale— he liv*d 
Tln;«e mcmths with one> and six months with another: 
And wanted ndther food, nor clothes^ nor love> 
And many> pany happy day« were hia. 
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But, whether blithe or sad, 'tis my belief 

His absent Brother dtill was at his heart. 

And, when he liv*d beneaiji our roof, we found 

(A pra6tice till this time unknown to him) 

That often, rising frqm his bed at night. 

He in his sleep^ would walk about, and sleeping 

He sought his Brother Leonard — You are mov*(l ! 

Forgive me. Sir : befpre I spoke to )wu, 

I judg d you most unkindly. 

LEONARD, 

But this youth. 
How did he die at last .' 

PRIEST. 

One sweet May morning. 
It wUl be twelve years since, when Spring returns. 
He had gone forth among the new-(kopp*d lambt^ 
With two or three conipanions whom it chanc*d 
Some further business 8unl!na|^n'd to a house 
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Which stands at the Dale-head. James, tir'd perhaps. 

Or from some other cause remained behind. 

You sec yon precipice— it almost looks 

Like some vast building made of many crags. 

And in the midst is one particular rock 

That rises like a column from the rale. 

Whence by our Shepherds it is call'd, the Pillar. 

James^ pointing to its summit, over which 

They all had purposed to return together. 

Informed them that he there would wait ^ them ; 

They parted, and his comrades passed that way 

Some two hours after, but they did not find him 

At the appointed place, a circumstance 

Of which they took no heed : but one of them. 

Going by chance, at night, into the house 

Which at this time was James's home, there learn*d 

That nobody had seen him all that day : 

The morning came, and still, he was unheard of : 

The neighbours were alarm'd, and to the Brook 

"Some went, and some towards the Lake -, ere noon 
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They foutui hksa at . the ibbt of that sBme Rock 

Dead^ and witk lioaii^ed limbB. The thkd dajr ailar 

I buried him, poor Lad, and there he liei» 

LEONARD. 

And that then « his grave ! -*- Before his death • 
You stad thdt he saw many happy yeats ? 

PRIEST- 
Ay^ that he di4--* 

LEONARD. 
And aU went \»idl wi^^ fainftH^ 

PRIEST. 
Kht had one, the Lad had twenty homes* 

LEONARD. 

And you believe then, that his mind was easy— 



Digitized by Google 



43 



Pftl£9t. 
Yes^ kmg before be <fisdy he ^und that time 
Is a true friend to sorrow, a&d ttnieiB 
His thoughts were tum*d on Leonards luckless fortune. 
He talk*d aboQt him with a cheat^ 4oTe. 

LEONARD 
He conM in>t cootte to ao tmhaUow'd end ! 

PRIEST. 

Nay, God Arbid \ You receded I iaeatioii*d 

A habit which diaquietude and grief 

Had brou^t upoa bim, aod we aU coaje&Qr*4 

That^ as the day was waf3n> he t^d lain down 

Upon tbe graas* and, waiting for hia ^ofomdea 

He there had fallen asleep, that in his sleep 

He to the margin t)f the precipice 

Had walk'd, and from the summit had fallen bead-lqng. 

And so no doubt he perisb'd : at the time, 

We gncfs, that in his hands he must have had 
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His Shepherd's staff; for midway in the cliff 
It had been caught;, and.ther^ for maay years 
It hung — and Qumljder'd there. 

The Priest here ended— 
The Stranger would have thank'd bim> but he felt 
Tears rushing in -, both left the spot in silence. 
And Leonard, when they reached the church-yard gate^ 
As the Priest lifted up the latch, tum*d round. 
And, looking at the grave, he said, " My Brother." 
The Vicar did not hear the words : and now. 
Pointing towards the Cottage, he entreated 
That Leonard would partake his homely fare : 
The other thank*d him with a fervent voice. 
But added, that, the evening being calm. 
He would pursue his journey. So they parted. 

It was not long ere Leonard reach'd a grove 
That overhung the road : he there stopped short. 
And, sitting down beneath the trees, reviewed 
All that the Priest had said : his early yearg 
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Were with bim in his heart : his cherished hope8> 
And thoughts which had been his an hour before^ 
All pressed on him with such a weighty that now. 
This vale, where he had been so happy> seeni*d 
A place in which he could not bear to live : 
So he relinquish*d all his purposes. 
He traveird on to £gremont ^ and thence. 
That night, addressed a letter to the Priest 
Reminding him of what had pass*d between them. 
And adding, with a hope to be forgiven. 
That it was from the weakness of his heart. 
He had not dared to tell him, who he was. 

This done, he went on shipboard, and is now 
A Seaman, a grey headed Mariner. 
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ELLEN IRWIN, 

Or the BRAES of KIRTLE.' 



Fair Ellen In^in, when «he sate 
Upon the Braes of Kirtle, 
Was lovely as a Grecian Maid 
Adom'd with wreaths of myrtle. 
Young Adam Brace beside her lay. 
And there did they beguile the day 
With lore and gentle speeches. 
Beneath the budding beeches. 



• The Kirtle is a River in the Southcra part of Scotland, 
on whose banks the events here related took place.. 



r 
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From raanj Knigkts and mzof Squires 
The Bruce had been fekded» r 
And Gordon, fairest of tbeas aU> • 
By Ellen was rejeded. 
Sad tidings to that noble Youtb ! 
For it may be proettim*d with truth. 
If Bruce hath lov'd sincerely. 
The Gordon loves as d^arfy^^ 

But what is Gordon's be^eow fac« ? 
And what are Gordon's crosses 
To them who sit by Kirtle*4 Braes 
Upon the verdant mosses ? 
Alas that ever b^ was bom ! 
The Gordon, cqn^b'd behind a tboni> 
Sees them and their caressing. 
Beholds them bless'dand Uessbif. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



48 

Proud Grordon cannot bear the thoughts 
That through his brain are travelling. 
And, starting up, to Bruce*s heart 
He launch'd a deadly jav'lin ! 
Fair Ellen saw it when it came. 
And, stepping forth to meet the same. 
Did with her body cover 
The Youth her chosen lover. 

And, falling into Bruce'is arras. 
Thus died the beauteous Ellen, 
Thus from the heart of her true-love 
The mortal spear repelling. 
And Bruce, as soon as he had slain 
The Gordon, sail'd away to Spain, 
And fought with rage incessant 
Against the Moorish Crescent. 
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But many days and many monthf> 
And many years ensuing^ X, 
This wretched Knight did vainH seek 
The death that he was wooing : 
So coming back across the wave^ 
Without a groan on Even's grave 
Hb body he extended. 
And there his sorrow ended. 

Now ye who willingly have heard 
The tale I have been telling. 
May in Kirkonnd churdi-yard view 
The grave of lovely Ellen : 
By £Uen*s side the Bruce is laid. 
And, for the stone upon his head. 
May no rude hand deface it. 
And its forlorn Hie jacet 

ToLU. D 
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Strange fits of passioQ I haTe knowB# 
And I will dare to tell> 
But in the lover's ear alooe. 
What once to me befel. 

When she I lov*d, was strong and gay 

And like a rose in June, 

I to her cottage bent my way. 

Beneath the evening moon. . . 

Upon the moon I fix'd my eye. 

All over the wide lea ; 

My horse trudg*d on, and we drew nigh 

Those paths so dear to me. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



51 

And now we reach*d the orchard plot^ 
And, as we climb'd the kill* 
Towards the roof of Lucy's cot 
The moon descended still. 

In one of these sweet dreams I slept;! 
Rind Nature's gentlest boon ! 
And^ all the wbile> my eyes I kept 
On the descending moon. 

My horse mov'd on -, hoof after hoof 
He rais*d and never stopp'd : 
When down behind the cottage rooif 
At once the planet dropp'd* 

What fond and way watd thoughts will slide 

Into a Lover s head — 

*• O mercy P' to myself I cried, 

'' If Lucy should be dead ! " 
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SONG. 



She dwelt among th* untrodden ways 

Beside the springs of Dove, 
A Maid whom there were none to praise 

And very few to love. 

A Violet by a mossy stone 

Half-hidden from the Eye ! 
— Fair> as a star when only one 

Is shining in the sky ! 

She ZrvW unknown, and few could know 

When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her Grave, and Oh 1 

The difference to me. 
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A slumber did my spirit seal, 

I had no human fears : 
She seem*d a thing that could not feel 

The touch of earthly years. 

No motion has she now, no force 
She neither hears nor sees 

RoU'd round in earth's diurnal course 
With rocks and stones and trees ! 
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The WATERFALI.^md4JuEQLANTINB. 



'* Begone, thou fond-pmumptttotis EIC 
Exclaim'd a thundering Voice, 
Nor dare to thrust thy foolish self 
Between me and my chofce ! 
A falling Water swoln with snows 
Thus spake to a poor "Briar-rose, , 
That all bespattered with liis foam. 
And dancing high, and dancing low. 
Was living, as a child might know. 
In an unhappy home. 
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*' Do0t thou pnrsdme mj ocmie 19 bio«k -^ 

OflT, off ! or, puny Thiag ! 

1*11 hurl thee hBadkmg with the iwk 

To which Ihy fibrea di^g/ 

The Flood was tyfiniiouf and ftroilg j 

The patient Bruur fiiffer'd loDg# 

Nor did he utter gfOiB or ligh. 

Hoping the danger woi^ he ptt^'d : 

But seeing no relief, at last 

He ventur'd to reply. 

'' Ah r taid the Briar, '' Blame me noti 

Why should we dwell in strife ? 

We who in this, our natal ^ot. 

Once liv d a happy life ! 

You stirr'd me on my rocky bed— 

What pleasure thro* my yeins you spread ! 

The Summer long from day to day 

My leaves you freshen*d and bedew*d j 

Nor was ijt common gratitude 

That did your cares repay. - • 
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When Spring cameon with bod and bell> 
' Among these rocks did I 
Before 70a hang my wreath to tell 
That gentle days were nigh ! 
And in the suUzy summer hours 
I shelter*d you with lea^^^s and flowers f 
And in my leavea now shed and gone 
The linnet lodg*d and for us^ two 
Channted his pretty songs when you 
Had little voice or none. 

But now proud thov^hts are in your breast-^ 

What grief is mine you see. 

Ah ! would you think, ei:*n yet how blest 

Together we might be ! 

Though of both leaf and flower bereft. 

Some ornaments to me are left^^ 

Rich store of scarlet hips is mine. 

With which I in my humble way 

Would deck you many a Winter's day,^ 

A happy Eglantine !** 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



What mcMrehe said, I caonot tdl. 

Hie stream came thundenng down the dell 

And galloped bud and fast -, 

I listen*d, nor aught else could hear,^ 

The Briar quak'd and much I fear,. 

Those accents were, bis last. 
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The OAK and the BROOM, 
A PASTORAL. 



His simple truths did Andrew^lean 
Beside the babbling rills ; 
A careful student he had been 
Among the woods and hills. 
One winter's night when through the Trees 
The wind was thundering, on his knees 
His youngest bom did Andrew hold : 
And while the rest, a ruddy quii^ 
Were seated round their blazing fire, 
This Tale the Shepherd told. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I saw a crag, a lofty atooe 

As ever tempest beat ! 

Oat (^4^'hctd «B O^ had fromu 

A Broom out of its feet 

The time .wiA March, a diearftil noon-** 

The thaw^wtnd with the 'bceath c^ JaoKe 

Breatb*d gently from^he vmrnt Sonth-iMrt; 

When iafl^oiee jedatesrkh age 

This Oak^ h9lf giant aul' half Mige, 

His neighbour thus addreaa*d. 

'' £ight weary srcel», tko* rotk mdaigf. 

Along this mountain's ed|^ 

The Frost Mb wrought both ni^ and iday> 

Wedge driving after wcd^c 

Look up, anddiittk, ,ld»ove yo^rikcad 

What trouble surd(y wiUte fared ; 

Last night I htmtiisti&cmhn^^ittMi ivat. 

The splinters ^look la^oKber jroadi*- j 

I see dMPa 9«ntoHrvi(hatm kad 

For such a Thing as you ! 
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You are preparing as before 

To deck your slender shape y 

And yet, just three years back—no more — 

You had a strange escape. 

Down from yon Cliff a fragment broke^ 

It came, you know, with fire and snooke 

And hither did it bend its way. 

This ponderous block was caught by me. 

And o*er your head, as you may see, 

lis hanging to this day. 

The Thing had better been asleep. 

Whatever thing it were. 

Or Breeze, or Bird, or fleece of Sheqi, 

That first did j^ant you iherc. 

For you and your green twigs decoy 

The little witless Shepherd^boy 

To come and slumber in your bower ; 

And trust me, cm some sultry nooD> 

Both you and he, Heawn knows how sooll•^ 

Will perish in one hour. 
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From me thb fiiendly warning take**— - 
— ^The Broom' began to doze. 
And thus to keep herself awake 
Did gently interpose. 
" My thanks for your discourse are due j 
That it is true, and more than true, 
I know and I have known it long ; 
Frail is the bond, by which we hold 
Our being, be we young or old. 
Wise, foolish, weak or strong. 

Disasters, do the best we can. 

Will reach both great and small ^ 

And he is ofl the wisest man. 

Who is not wise at all. 

For me, why should I wish to roam ? 

This spot is my paternal home. 

It is my pleasant Heritage -, 

My Father many a happy yesa 

Here spread his careless blossoms, here 

Attained a good old age. 
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Even such n ha may be my lot. 
What cause have I to hatint 
My heart with terrors ? Am I not 
In truth a favor*d plant ! 
The Spring for me a garland weaves 
Of yellow flowers and verdant leaves. 
And, when the Frost is in the sky. 
My branches are so fresh and gay 
That You might look on me and say 
This plant can never die. 

The butterfly, all green and gold. 
To me hath often flown. 
Here in my Blossoms to behold 
Wings lovely as his own. 
When grass is chill with rain or dew. 
Beneath my shade the mother ewe 
Lies with her infant lamb ; I see 
The love, they to each other make. 
And the sweet joy, which Aey partake. 
It is a joy tome.** 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



63 

Her voice was blithe^ her heart was light ; 
The Broom might have pursued 
Her speech, until the stars of night 
Their journey had renew'd. 
But in the branches of the Oak 
Two Ravens now began to croak 
Their nuptial song, a gladsome air ; 
And to her own green bower the bnee2e 
lliat instant brought two stripling Bees 
To feed and murmur there. 

One night the Wind came from the North 

And blew a furious blasts 

At break of daj I Tentvr'd forth 

And near the Cliff I pass*d. 

The storm had fall'n upon the Oak 

And struck him with a mightf sttok^ 

And whirFd and whirFd kim fkr away 5 

And in one hospitabk Clefl 

The little careless Broom was kft 

To live for many a day. 
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LVCr GRAT. 



Oft had 1 heard of Lacy Gray, 
And when I cro8s*d the Wild, 
I ehanc'd to see at break of day 
The solitary Child. 

No Mate, no comrade Lucy knewf 
She dwelt on a wide Moor, 
The sweetest Thing that ever grew 
Beside a human door ! 

You yet may spy the Fawn at play. 
The Hare upon the Green 5 
But the sweet fece of Lucy Gray 
Will never more be seen. 
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** To-night will be a stormy night. 
You to the Town must go. 
And take a lantern. Child, to h'ght 
Your Mother thro' the snow." 

*' That, Father ! will I gladly do j 
"Us scarcely afternoon — 
The Minster-clpck has just struck two. 
And yonder is the Moon.** 

At this the Father rais*d hi» hook 
And snapp'd a faggot-band | 
He plied his work, and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 

Not blither is the mountain roe. 
With many a wsmton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powd*xy snow 
That rises up like smoke. 
VoLIL E 
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The storm came on before its timie> 
' She wander'd up and down. 
And many a hill did Lncy dimb 
Sut never reach'd the Town. 

The wretched ^Patf ents all that night 
Went shouting far and wide ; 
But there was neither soiind nor sight 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on a hill they stood 
That overlook'd the Moor; 
And thence they saw the Bridge of Wood 
A furlong from their door. 

And BOW they homeward tum'd, and dy*d 
" In Heaven we all shall tn«et ! 
When in the ^now the Mother ^ied 
The print of Lucy's feet. 
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Then downwurd Iran the steep hill's d4ge 
They track*d the footroailLB soiaU } ' 
And through the broken hawthom-bedge; 
And by the long 8ton&-wall | 

And then an open field they cross*dj 
The marks were s^U the same 3 
They track'd them on> nor ever lost^ 
And to the Bridge they came. 

They follow*d from the snowy bank 
The footmarks^ one by one> 
Into the middle of the plank^ t,-^. . 

And further there were nc^ie. 

Yet 8omt maintain that to this day 
She is a living Child, 
That yoa may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the Icmesome Wild. 
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0*er rough and smooth she trips alcmg. 
And never looks behind $ 
And sings a sdhary song 
That whistles in the wind. 
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Tbe IDLE SHEPHERDBOYSt 

Oft 

DUNGEON-GILL FORCE,* 
A PASTORAL, 



I. 

The yaBey rings with mirth aad joj^ 
Among the hills the Echoes plajr 
Anever> never ending song 
To welcome m the May. 
The Magpie chatters with ddigfat; 



* Gffl in the ^ialeft cf Cumberland and Westmoreland is 
m short and for tbe most part a steep narrow valley, with 
a stream running through it. Force is the word uniiier- 
salljr employed IB these dialers for Waterfall. 
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The tnonntain Raven'^ youngling Brood 
Have left the Mothet and the Nest, 
And they go rambling east and west 
In search of their own food> 
Or thro' the glittering Vapors dart 
In vefy wantonness of Heart, 



IL 



Beneath a rock, upcn the grassy 
Two Boys are sitting in the sun f . 
It seems they have no wosiL tot do 
Or that their work is done* 
On pipes of sycsmore theiy play 
The fragments of a Christmas Hymn, 
Or with that pknt which in our dale 
We call Stag-horn, or Fox's Tail 
Their fmty Hats they tdm : 
And thus as hz^py as the Day, 
Those Shepherds wear the time away. 
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HI. 
Along the river's stony marge 
The sand-lark chaunts a joyous song; 
The tli];usb is busy in the Wood, 
And cards loud and strong. 
A thousand lambs are oq the rocks. 
All newly bom ! both.earth and sky 
Keep jubilee^ and more than all> 
Those Boys with their green Coronal, 
They never bear the ciy. 
That plaintive ay ! which up the hifi 
Comes £rom the 4eptb of Dungeoa-GilL 

Ssud Walter, leaping from the gn>i^4K 
^ Down to the stump of yon old yew 
rn run with you a race."— No more— 
Away the Shepherds flew. 
They leapt, they ran, a^d whei^. they cfune 
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Right opposite to Dungeon-Gill, 
Seeing, that he should lose the prize, 
*' Stop !" to his comrade Walter cries — 
James stopped with no good will : 
Said Walter then, *' Your task is here. 
Twill keep yoa wcnking half a year. 



Till you have crossed where I shall cross. 

Say that youll neither sleep nor eat," 

James proudly took him at his word. 

But did not like the feat. 

It was a spot, which you may see 

If ever you to Langdale go : 

Into a chasm a mighty Block 

Hath fallen, and made a bridge of rock ; 

The gulph b deep below. 

And in a bason black and small 

Receives a lofty WaterfaD. 
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VI. 
With staff in hand across the deft 
The Challenger began hb march i 
And now> all eyes and feet, hath gained 
The middle of the arch. 
When list I he hears a piteous moan- 
Again I his heart withita him dies— 
His pulse is stopp*d> his breath is lost^ 
He totters, pale as anj ghost. 
And, looking down, he spies 
A Lamb, that in the pool is pent - 
Within that black and in^tful rent. 

VIL 

Hie Lamb had slipp'd into the stream. 
And safe without a bruise or wound 
The Cataraft had borne him down 
Into the gulph profound. 
His dam had iseen him when he Mi, 
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She saw him down the tortent borne > 

And while with 9U ^ motb^'s love 

She from the lofty rocks aboye 

Sent forth a ay forlorn. 

The Lamb, still swimming round and round 

^lade answer to that plaintive sound. 

vm. 

When he had learnt, whal thin|^ it was. 
That sent this rue^ ji;ry; 1 I ween. 
The Bay recoveir*d heart> BX^i tfA^ 
The sight which he had seen. 
Both gladly now deferred their task ; 
Nor was there wanting other aid— 
A Poet, T>ne who loves the brooks 
Far better than the sages* books^ 
By chance had thither stray'd ; , 
And there the helpless Lamb he ^miid 
By those huge ro^s encon^pass'd roUDjd. 
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He drew it genOy from the pool. 

And broaght it forth into the light : 

The Shepherds met him with his charge 

An unexpeded sight ! 

Into their arms the Lamb they took. 

Said they, *' He's nekber maim*d nor ac^'dT'- 

TheQ up the 3teqp ascent they hied 

And placed him atliis I^OJthct-a a^4^ , 

And gently did the 9a;rd 

Those idle Shepherd-boya uphraid> 

And biide tbem better mii;iid timi trado. 
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TU 9sld, that some have died for love : 

And here and there a church-yard grave is found 

In the cold North's unhallow'd ground. 

Because the wretched man himself had slain. 

His love was such a grievous pain. 

And there is one whomi five years have known ; 

He dwells alone 

Upon Hdvdlyn's side. 

He love d T he pretty Barbara died. 

And thus he makes his moan : 

Three years had Barbara in her grave been laid 

When thus his moan he made. 
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Oh ! move thou Cottage £rom behind that oak 

Or let the aged tree uprooted Ke, 

That in some other way yon smoke 

May mount into the sky ! 

The clouds pass on -, they from the Heavens depart : 

I look — the sky is empty space j 

I know not what I trace 5 

But when I cease to look, my hand is ott my heart. 



O ! what a weight is \p these shades ! Ye leaves^ 

When wiH that dyingltnurmur be suppressed .^ 

Your sound my heart of peace bereaves. 

It robs my heart of rest. 

Thou Thrush,: that singest loud and loud and fte^ 

Into yon row of willows flit. 

Upon that alder sit j 

Or sing another song, or chuse another tree 
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Ron baeky Mvtsdtrill I back to ^ itaooritaia boands. 

And there for ever be Utty waters chaiu'd ! 

For thou dost haust the air with sounds 

That cannot be sustained $ 

If still beneath that pine-tree's ragged bough 

Headlong yon waterfall most come^ 

Oh let it then be dumb ! — / 

Be'ai^'tbing, sweet rill> but thaiH^hich thoa art i 

Tboa BgUntkie whosfc arch so proudly towers 

(Even like a rainbow spannin^alf the vale) 

Thou one fair shrub, oh ! shed thy flowers. 

And stir not in the gale. 

For thus to see thee nodc^g in the air. 

To see thy arch thus stretch and bend« 

Thus rise and thus descend, 

Disturbs om, tiU the sight is naore than I can beiur. 
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The man who makes this feverish complaint 
Is one of giant stature, who could dance 
£quipp*d from head to foot in iron mail. 
Ah gentle Love ! if ever thought was thine 
To store up kindred houri far me, thy face 
Tom froiti me, gentle Love, hor let me walk 
"V^^thm the sound of Emma's voice, or know 
Such happiness as I have known today. 
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POOR SUSAN. 



At the coitoep of Wood-Street, whettday-Kght appears. 
There's a Thrush that sings loud^ it has sung for three years : 
Poor Susan has passed by the spot and has hpard 
In the silence of morning the song of the bird. 

Tis a note of enchantment ; what ails her } She sees 
A mountain ascending, a vbion of trees 5 
Bright voluaM^ of vapour through Lothbury glide. 
And a river Eows on through the vale of Cheapside, 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale, 
Down which she so often has tripp*d with her pail. 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove*s. 
The only one dwelling on earth that she loves. 
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^e look9^ and her heart b in Heaven^ but they fiide^ 
The mist and the river> the hill and the shade i 
Ihe stream will not flow, and the hill will not riie« 
And the colours have all passed away from her eyes. 

Poor Outcast! return— to recdve thee once more 
The house of thy Father will open its door. 
And thou once again, in thy plain russet gown, ■ 
May'st hear the thrush sing from a tree of its own. 



V6i.n. 
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INSCRIPTION 

Island^ Dertnent'WaUr. 



If thou iya ^ 4^r Ipye of ^tp^ one friend 
Hast l>ft<^ so; l^pjiyji ^t tjbou kpQw>t what thoughts 
Will, sometimes, in the happiness of love ' 
Make the heart sink, then wilt thou reverence 

This quiet spot. St. Herbert hither came 

And here, for many seasons, from the world 
Remov*d, and the aflfedions of the world 
He dwelt in solitude. He living here. 
This island 8 sole inhabitant ! had left 
A FeDow-labourer, whom the good Man lov'd 
As his own soul ; and when within his cave 
Alone he knelt before the crucifix 
While o'er the lake the catarad of Lodore 
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Peal'd to his orisons, and when he pac'd 
Along the beach of this small isle and thought 
Of his Companion, he had pray'd that both 
Might die in the same moment. Nor in rain 
So pray'd he : — as our Chronicles report. 
Though here the Hermit numbered his last dajrs. 
Far from St. Cuthbert his beloved friend. 
Those holy men both died in the same hour. 
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INSCRIPTION 

For the House fan OuthouseJ on the Itland at Grasmere. 



Rude is this Edifice^ and Thou hast seen 

Buildings^ albeit rude> that have maiDtain*d 

Proportions more harmonious, and approached 

To somewhat of a closer fellowship 

With the ideal grace. Yet as it is 

Do take it in good part 5 for he, the poor 

Vitruvius of our village, had no help 

From the great city ; never on the leaves 

Of red Morocco folio saw displayed 

The skeletons and pre-existing ghosts 

Of Beauties yet unborn, the rustic Box, 

Snug Cot, with Coach-house, Shed and Hermitage. 

It is a homely pile, yet to these walls 
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The heifer comes in the snow-storm, and here 
The new-dropp*d lamb finds shelter from the wind. 
And hither does one Poet sometimes row 
His pinnace^ a small vagrant barge^ up-piled 
With plenteous store of heath and withered fern, 
A lading which he with his sickle cuts' 
Among the mountains^ and beneath this roof * 
He makes his summer couch^ and here at noon 
Spreads out his limbs, while, yet unborn, the sheep 
Panting beneath the burthen of their wool 
Lie round him, even as if they were a part 
Of his own household : nor, while from his bed 
He through that door-place looks toward the lake ' . 
And to the stirring breezes, does he want 
Creations lovely as the work of sleep. 
Fair sights, and visions of romantic joy. 
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To a SEXTOnJ 



Let thy wEecl-birrow alone. 
W^CTcfore, Sexton> piling still 
Ih thy bone-house bone on bone ? 
Ti8 akeady like a hill 
In a field 6f battle madd> 
Whei'e tfirce thousand skulls are laid. 
- ' These died m peace each with the other, 
Father, Sister, Friend, and Brothifr. y. , 

Mark the spot to which I point ! 
From this platform eight feet square 
Take not even a finger-joint : . 
A»<irew'5 whole fire-side is there. 
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Here, alone, before thide efe^ 
Simon*8 sickly DauglUor lies 
From weakneji^, liow, and pain defended, 
Whom he! twenty winteiji tended. 

*^ ' 
Look bat at the gardener's pride. 
How he glodjBs, when he sees 
Roses, lilies, side by side, 
Violets in ^milies. 
By the heart of Man, his tears. 
By his hop^ and by his fears, 
ThoQ, old Grey-beard ! art the Warden 
Of a far superior garden. 

Thus then, each to other dear. 
Let them all in quiet lie, 
Andrew there and Susan here, 
Ndghboors in morta^ty* 
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And should I live through son and ram 
Seven widowed years widKmt my Jane, 
O Sexton> do not then remove her. 
Let one grave hold the Lov'd and Lover ! 
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ANDREW JONES. 



I hate that Andrew Jones : hc'U breed 
His children up to waste and pillage. 
I wish the press-gang or the drum 
With its tantara sound would conie« 
And sweep him from the village ! 

1 said not this^ because he loves 
Through the long day to swear and tipple j 
But for the poor dear sake of one 
To whom a foul deed he had done> 
A friendless Man^ a travelling Cripple ! 
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For this poor crawling helpless wretcli 
Some Horseman who was passing by, 
A penny on the ground had thrown ; 
But the poor Cripple was alone 
And could not stoop— no help was nigh. 

Inch-t^ick the dust lay on the ground ^ 
For it had long been droughty weather : 
So with his staff the Cripple wrought 
Among the dust till he had brought 
TheJialfpennies together. 

It chanc'd that Andrew pass'd that way 
Just at the time 5 and there ho found 
The Cripple in the mid-day heat 
Standing alone^ and at his feet 
He saw the peany on the ground. 
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He 8topp*d and took the penny up : 
And when the Cripple nearer drew, 
Ctooth Andrew, " Under half-a-crown« 
What a man finds is all his own. 
And so, my Friend, good day to you.** 

And bence I said, that Andrew*s boys 
Will all be train'd to waste and pillage ; 
And wish'd the press-gang, or the drum 
With its taatara sounc^ wouid come 
Andsweq) him firom the viMage ! 



?JT 
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The TWO THIEVES, 

Or the last Stage of AFARICE. 



Oh now that 'the genius of Bewick were mine 
And the skill which He learn'd on the Batiks of the Tyne j 
When the Muses might deal with me just as they chose 
For I'd take my last leave both of verse and of prose. 

What feats would I work with my magical hand ! 
Book-learning and books should be banish*d the land 
And for hunger and thirst and such troublesome calls 
Every ale-house should then have a feast oaits walls. 
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The Traveller would hang his wet clothes on a chair 
Let them sinoke> let them hum> not a straw would he care^ 
For the Prodigal Son, Joseph^s Dream and his Sheares, 
Oh what would they be to my tale of two Thieves ! 

Little Dan is unbreech*d, he is three birth-days old> 
His Grandsire that age more than thurty times told. 
There's ninety good seasons 9f fan: and foul weather 
Between them, and both go a stealing together. 

With chips b die Carpenter strewing his floor ? 
Is a cart-load of peats at an old Woman's door ? 
Old Daniel his hand to the treasure will slide. 
And his Grandson^s as busy at work by his side. 

Old Daniel begins, he stops short and his eye 
Through the k)st look of dotage is cunning and sly. 
'Tis a look yhich at this time is hardly his own. 
But tells a plain tale of the days that are flown. 
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Dan once had a heart which was inov*d by the wires 
Of maDl£:^d pleasures and many desh'es : 
And what if he cherished his purse ? 'Twas no more 
Than treading a path trod by thousands bekire, 

Twas a pat;h trod by thousands, but Daniel is one 
Who went something farther than others have gone ; 
And now wkh old Daniel you see how it fares 
You see to what end he has brought his grey hairs. 

[ The pair sally forth hand in hand ; ere the sun 
Has peer'd o'ei* the beeches dieir work is begun^: 
And yet into whatever sin th^y may faU^ 
This Child but hialf knows it afid that not at all. . 

They hunt through the street with deliberate tread^ 
And e^ch in his turn is both leader and led ; 
And whenever they carry their plots and their wiles^ 
Every face-in the village is dimpled with smiles. 
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Neither check*d by the rich nor the needy they roam. 
For grey-headed Dan has a daughter at home -, 
Who will gladly repair all the damage that's done> 
And three^ were it ask*d^ would be rendered for one. 

Old Maal whom w ofl I with pity have ey'd, 
I love thee and love the sweet boy at thy side : 
Long yet may'st thou live, for a teacher we see 
That lifts up the veil of our nature in thee. 
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A whirl-blast jSx)m behind the hill 
Rush'd o*er the wood with startling sound : 
Then all at once the air was stilly 
And showers of hail-Jtones pattered round. 
Where leafless Oaks tower*d high above^ 
I sate within an undergrove 
Of tallest hollies^ tall and green^ 
A fairer bower was never seen. 
From year to year the spacious floor 
With witherd leaves is covered o'er, 
Yoi} could not lay a hair between : 
And all the year the bower is green. 
But see ! where'er the hailstones drop 
The withered leaves all skip and hop. 
There's not a breeze — ^no breath of air- 
Yet here, and there, and every where 
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Akog the £oor, beneath the shade 
By those embowering hdlies made^ 
The leaves in myriads jump and springs 
As if with pipes and music rare 
Some Robin Good-fellow were there^ 
And all those leaves, that jump and spring. 
Were each a joyous, living thing. 

Oh ! grant me Heaven a heart at ease 
That I may never cease to find. 
Even in appearances like these 
Snoogh to nourish and to stir my mmd ! 



Vcl.fi. 
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SONG 

FOR TUB 

WANBERING JEfT. 



Though the torrents from their fountaios 
Roar down many a craggy steep> 
Yet they find among the mountains 
Resting-places calm and deep. 

Though almost with eagle pinion 
0*er the rocks the Chamoiis roam^ 
Yet he has some small dominion 
Which no doubt he calls his home, 

If on windy days the Raven 
Gambol like a dancing skifiF> 
Not the less he loves his haven 
On the bosom of the €liC 
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Though the Sea-horse in the ocdaa 
Own no dear domestic cave ; 
Yet he slumbers without motion 
On the cahn and silent wave. 

Day and night my toils redonUe ! 
Never nearer to the goal^ 
Night and day, I fed the ^ouble^ 
Of the Wanderer in my soid. 
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RUTH. 



When Ruth wa« left half desolate. 
Her Father took another Mate 5 
And so, not seven years old> 
The slighted Child at her own will 
Went wandering over dale and hill 
In thoughtless freedom bold. 

And she had made si pipe of straw 
And from that oaten pipe could draw 
All sounds of winds and floods 5 
Had built a bower upon the green. 
As if she from her birth had been 
An Infant of the woods. 
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There came a Youth from Georgians shore^ 

A military Casque he wore 

With splendid feathers drest; 

He brought them from the Cherokeei -, 

The feathers nodded in the breeze 

And made a gallant crest. 

From Indian bipod you deem him sprung: 
Ah no 1 he spake the English, tongue 
And bare a Soldier's name j 
And when America was fi-ee 
From battle and from jeopardy 
He cross the ocean came.. 

With hues of genius on his cheek 
In finest tones the Youth could speak. 
—While he was yet a Boy 
The moon^ the glory of the sun. 
And streams thajt murmur as they run. 
Had been his dearest joy. 
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He was a lovdy Youth ! I goeo 
The panther io the wilderness 
Was not so fair as he ; 
And when he chose to sport and play. 
No dolphin ever was so gay 
Upon the tropic sea.. 

Among the Indians he had ibiight> 
And with him many tales he brought 
Oi pleasure and of fear,. 
Such tales as told to any Maid 
By such a Youth in the green shade 
Were perilous to hean 

He told of Girls, a happy rook. 

Who quit their fold with dance and shout 

Their pleasant Indian Town 

To gather strawberries all day long, 

Retumtng with a choral song 

When day-Hght is gone dowo^ 
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He spake of plants divine and strange 
That ev'ry.day their blossoms change. 
Ten thousand lovely hues I 
With budding, feding, faded flowers 
They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From morn to evening dews. 

He told of the Mignolia,t spread 
High as a cloud, high ov^ head ! 
The Cypress and her spire,. 
Of *flowers that withioDfe scarlet gleam 
Cover a hundred leagues and seem 
To set the hills on fire. 



f Magnolia graadiflonu 

• The splendid appearance of thiesfe scarlet -flowert, which 
are scattered with such profusion over thef Hills iti the 
Southern parts of North America is frequently ineotioned 
by Bartram in his Travels. 
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The Youth of green Savannahs spafke. 
And many an encHete endless lake 
With all its fairy crowds* ' 
Of islands that together fie 
As quietly as spota of sky ' 
Among the evening clouds : 

And then he said '* How sweet it were 

A fisher or a hunter there, 

A gardener in the shade^ 

Still wandering with an easy mlrid? 

To build a household fire and find 

A home in every glade. 

What days and wh^tswtett years 1 M ttte ! 
Our life were life indeed, with thee 
So passed in quiet bliss, ' 

And all the whifc'' «^id'fte ** to fttlow 
That we were in a wtJrM of i*t)e. 
On such an earth as^ thi si 
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And then he sometimes interwove 
Dear thoughts about a Father's knre^ 
*' For there/' said he, '* are spun 
Around the heart such tender ties 
That our own children to our eyes 
Are dearer than the sun. 

Sweet Ruth J and could jou go with me 

My helpmate in the woods to be. 

Our shed at night to rear 3 

Or run, my own adopted bride, 

A sylvan huntress at my side 

And drive the flying deer. 

Beloved Ruth !** No more he said 
Sweet Ruth alone at midnight shed 
A sditary tear. 

She thought again — and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea. 
And drive the flying deer. 
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'^ And noWj as fitting if and right. 
We in the Church our faith will plight, 
A Husband and a Wife.** 
Even so they did 3 and I may say 
That to sweet Ruth that happy day 
Was more than human life. 

Through dream and vision did she sink. 
Delighted all the while to think 
That on those lonesome floods 
And green Savannahs she should share 
His board with lawful joy, and bear 
His name in the wild woods. 

But, as you have before been told. 
This Stripling, sportive gay and bold. 
And, with his dancing crest. 
So beautiful, through savage lands 
Had roam*d about with vagrant bands 
Of Indians ip the West. 
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The wind, the <empe*t roaming high, 

Th^ tumult of a tsx^ic Ay 

Might well be dangerous Ibod 

For him, a Youth to whom was given 

So much of earth so much of Heaven> 

And such impetuous blood. 

Whatever ia those climes he found 
Irregular in sight or sound 
Did to his mind imtpdrt 
A kindred wpulfCf 9€em*d tHhi 
To hb owXk^Wi^h rand justifiod 
The workings of his h^g^sU 

Nor less to feed Toli^»tuou0 thought 
The beauteous fyrrm of N4tare wrougbt> 
Fair trees and lovely flowers ) 
The breezes their own laagucnr lent. 
The stars had fedif^ w^di ih^f fient 
Into those magic bowers. 
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Yet, in his worst pursuits^ I ween> 
That sometimes there did iaterveae 
Pare hopes of high inlcnt : 
For passions fink'd to fonas so Mr 
And statdy^ needs nmat have Ifaeir share 
Of noble sentiment. 

But ill he liT*d^ much «vil jaw 
With men to wb^m no better law 
Nor better life was known i 
Deliberately and undcDetY*d ^ 

Those wild men's wioes he receiir'd, /* ' 
And gave them back his own. 

His genius aod Ms mood inme 
Were thus impair*d, and he became 
The slave of low desiros > 
A man who wtthout Bell^(»3tn>ul 
Would seek what the de^aded souf 
Unworthily admires. 
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And yet he with no feign'd ddight 
Had woo*d the Maiden^ day and night 
Had lov*d her> night and mom ; 
What could he less than love a Maid 
Whose heart with so much nature play'd 
So kind aad so forlorn ? 

But now the pleasant dream was gone> 
No hope> no wish remain*d^ not one. 
They stirred him now no more. 
New obje6b did new pleasure give. 
And once again he wished to live 
As lawless as before. 

MeanwhDe as thus with him it fared. 
They for the voyage were prepared 
And went to the sea-shore. 
But, when they thither came, the Youdi 
Deserted his poor Bride, and Ruth 
€k>uld never £nd him more. 
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'' God hdp thee Ruth !**— Sudb paini ibe had 

That she in half a year was mad 

And in a prison hous*d> 

And there^ exultii^ in her wrongSj 

Among the music of her songs 

She fearfuUy carouz*d. 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew. 
Nor wanted sun, nor rain^ nor dew. 
Nor pastimes of the May, 
They all were with her in her cell. 
And a wild brook with chearild kneU 
Did o'er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain 
There came a respite to her pain. 
She from her prison fled ; 
But of the Vagrant none took thought. 
And where it liked her best she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 
V0I.U. H 
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Among ti)e fidda she breath'd agdin : . 
The master-curreat of her brain 
Ran permanent and free« 
And to the pleasant Banks of Tone* 
She took her w^j, to dwell alone 
Under the greenwood tree. 

The engines of her grief, the tods 
That shap'd her sorrow, rocks and pools^ 
And airs that gently stir 
The vernal leaves, ^ loved them stillj 
Nor ever tax'd them with the ill 
Which had been done to. her. 



* The Tone is a River of Somersetshire at no great dis- 
distance from the Qaantock Hills. These Hills, which 
are alluded to a few Stanzas be^ow, are extremely bcao- 
tifiil, and in most places richly covered with G^ppice 
woods. 
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A Barn her ivinicrhoi auppHefl^ 

But till the warmth of sammer skies 

And summer dajrs is gone, 

(And in this tale we all agree) 

She sleeps besieath the greenwood tr^» 

And other home hath none. 

If she is press*d by want of food 
She from her dwelling in the wood 
Repairs to a road side. 
And there she t>eg8 at one stee^ place^ 
Where up and down with easy pace 
The horsemen-travellers tide. 

That oaten pipe of hers is mute 
Or thrown away> but with a flute 
Her loneliness she cheers ; 
This flute made of a hemlock stalk 
At evening in his homeward walk 
The Quantock Woodnaan hears. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



11^ 

I, too have pa88*d her on the hijls 
Setting her little water-mills 
By spouts and fountains wild> 
Such small machinery as she tum'd 
Ere she had wept> ere she had motini*d 
A young and happy Child ! 

Farewel ! and when thy days are told 
Ill-fated Ruth ! in hallowed mold 
Thy corpse shall buried be. 
For thee a funieral bell shall ringj 
And all the congr^ation sing 
A Christian psalm for thee. 
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LINES 

Written toith a SUte-penell upon a St0iu, th largest of a 
heap ly'tng near a deurted Quarrj^ tip§H 9ne •ftkt IsUmdt 
atRydaU. 



Stranger 1 this hillock of mbhapen stones 

Is not a ruin of the ancient time^ 

Nor^ as perchance thou rashly deem*st> the Caim 

Of some old firitish Chief : *tis nothing more 

Than the rude embryo of a little dome 

Or pleasure-house^ which was to have been built 

Among the birch-trees of this rocky isle. 

But> as it chanc*d. Sir William having leam*d 

That from the shore a full-grown man might wade^ 

And oQiake himself a freeman of thb spot 
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At any hour he chose^ the Knight forthwith 

Desisted^ and the quarry and the mound 

Are monuments of his upfinishM task.—- 

The block on which these lines are trac*d> perhaps, 

Was once selected as the- comer-stone 

Of the intended pile, which would have been 

Some quaint odd play-thing of elaborate skill. 

So that, I guess, the linnet and the thrush. 

And other little builders who dwell here. 

Had wonder'd at the woark. But blame him not. 

For old Sir William w^ a gentle Knight 

Bnsd in this vale to which he appertained . 

With all his ancestry. . Ihen peace to him 

And for the outrage which he had devid'd 

Entire forgiveness, But if thou art one 

On fire with thy itt^atience to become 
An Inmate of these mountains, if disturbed 
By beautiful conceptions, thou hast hewn 
Out of the quiet rock the clenients 
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Of thy trim mansion destin'd soon to blaze 

In snow-white splendour^ think again^ and taught 

By old Sir William and his qoany^ leave 

Thy fragments to the bramble and the rose. 

There let the vernal slow-wdrm sun himself. 

And let the red-breast hop from stone to stone. 
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In the Sckocl v f it a fahUl on mfhich are mscrihrdy 

in gilt letterSy the names of the federal persons v>ho have 
heen Schoolmasters there since the foundation of the School, 
vsth the time at iifhich they entered stpon and quitted their 
office. Opposite one of those names the Author torote the 
following lines. 



If Nature, for a favorite Child 
In thee hath temper'd so her clay> 
That every hour thy heart runs wild 
Yet never once doth go astray. 

Bead o'er these lines -, and then review 
This tablet, that thus humbly rears 
In such diversity of hue 
ltd history of two, hundred years. 
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—When through this little wreck of fame. 
Cypher and vy\\a\Ac, thine eye 
Has travell'd down to Matthew*8 name. 
Pause with no common syw^ihy. 

And if a deeping tear should wake 
Then be it neither check*d nor stay'd : 
For Matthew a request I make 
Which for himself he had not made. 

Poor Matthew, all hia frolics o*er. 
Is silent as a standing pool, 
Far from the chimney's merry roar. 
And murmur of the village school. 

The sighs which Matthew heav*d were sighs 
Of one tir'd out with fun and madness ; 
The tears which came to Matthew's eyes 
Were tears of light, the oil of gladness. 
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Yet sometimes yrbca the secret cup 
Of still and serious tbooght went round 
It seem*d as if he drank it up> 
He f^lt with spirit so profound* 

—Thou soul of God*s best earthly mouldy 
Thou happy soul> and can it be 
That these two words of glittering gold 
Are all that most remain of thee ? 
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Tivo APRIL MOmiNGS. 



We walk'd along, while bright and red 
Uprose the morning 8un> 
And Matthew stopp'd, he loc^'d, and faid, 
*' The will of God be done l" 

A village Schoolmaster was he, 
.With hair of glittering grey 5 
As blithe a man as you could see 
On a spring holiday. 

And on that morning, through the grass^ 
And by the steaming rills. 
We travelled merrily to pais 
A day among the hills. 
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" Our work,** said I, " was well begun 5 
Then> from thy breast what thought^ 
Beneath so beautiful a sun^ 
So sad a sigh has brought ? 

A second time did Matthew stop. 
And fixing still hb eye 
Upon the eastern mountain-top 
To tne he made reply. 

Yon doud with that long purple deft 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this whidi I have left 
Full thirty years behind. 

And on that slope of springing com 
The self-same crimson hue 
Fell from the sky that April mom. 
The same which now I view ! 
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With rod and line my siknt iport 

I plied by Derwent's wave, 

And^ coming to the church, aiopp'd abort 

Beside my Daughter's grave. 

Nine summers had she scarcely seen 
The pride of all the vale j 
And then she sang !— she would have been 
A very nightingale. 

Six feet in earth my Emma by. 
And yet I lov*d her more. 
For so it seem*d, than till that day 
I e'er had lov'd before. 

And, turabg from her grave, I met 
fieside the church-yard Yew 
A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet 
With points of morning dew. 
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A basket on her head she bare» 
Her brow was smooth and white> 
To see a Child so verj fair. 
It was a pure delight ! 

No fountain from its rocky cave 
£'er tripp*d with foot so free^ 
She seemed as happy as a wave 
That dances on the sea. 

There came from m: a sigh of pain 
Which Ixould iU confine 5 
I looked at her apd lookU again 5 
—And did not wish her mine. 

Matthew is in his gniTe> yet now 
Methinks I see him stand/ 
As at that moment^ with his boiigh 
Of wilding in hb hand. 
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Tbe FOUNTAIN, 

A Conversation. 



We talk*d with open heart;, and tongae 
Affe^onate and true, 
A. pair of Friends^ though I was jcfang, 
And Matthew seventy-two. 

We lay beneath a spreading dak^ 
Beside a mossy seat^ 
And from the turf a fbontain broke^ 
And gurgled at our feet 

Now, Matthew^ let ns try to match 
This water's pleasant tune 
With some old Border-ecmg, or catch 
That suits a summer s noon. 
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Or of the Churc^h-dock and the chimes 
Sing here bene^b the shade^ 
That haif-mad thing of witty rhymes 
Which you last A.pril made ! 

On silence Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tree 5 
And thus the dear old Man replied. 
The grey-hair'd Man of glee. 

" Down to the vale this water stetts. 
How merrily it goes ! 
Twill murmur on a thousand years. 
And flow as now it flows^ 

And here, on ihis ddightM day, 
I cannot chuse but think 
How oft, a vigorous Man, I lay 
Beside this Fountain's brink* 
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My eyed are dim with childish tean» 
My heart is idly stirred. 
For the same sound is in mj ears. 
Which in those dajs I heard. 

Thus fares it still in our decay : 
And yet the wiser mind 
Mourns less for what age takes away 
Than what it leaves behind. 

The blackbird in the sunmier trees« 
The lark upon the hi\l. 
Let loose their carols when they please. 
Are quiet when they will. 

With Nature never do they wage 
A foolish strife 5 they see 
A happy youth, and their old age 
Is beautiful and free : 
Vol. IL I 
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But we are pre88*d by heavy laws. 
And often^ glad no more> 
We wear a face of joy, because 
We have been glad of yore. 

If there is one who need bemoan 
His kindred laid in earth. 
The houshold hearts that were his own. 
It is the man of mirth. 

My days, my Friend, are almost gone. 
My life has been ^pprov'd. 
And many love me, but by none 
Am I enough belov'd/* 

*' Now both himself and me he wrongs. 
The man who thus complains ! 
I live and sing 'my idle songs 
Upon these happy plains. 
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And, Matthew, for thjr ChUdren dead 
111 be a son to thee !" 
At this he grasped his hands, and said, 
'' Alas ! that cannot be.*' 

We rose up from the fountain-side. 
And down the smooth descent 
Of the green sheiep-track did we glide. 
And through the wood we went, 

• 
And, ere we came to Leonard's Rock, 
He ssuig those wit^ rhymes 
Abdut the crazy old church^dock 
And the bewildered chimesi^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC fc 



132 



NUTTING. 



. It seems a day^ 



One of those h^avcoly days which cannot die. 
When forth I sallied from otor cottage-dooii>* 
And with a wallet o*er my shoulder slung, 
A nutting ctdok in hand, I tam*d my stqpfs 
Towards the distant woods^ ' a Figure quaint, 
Trick*d out in pc6ud xlisguisie of Beggar's wdeds 
Put on for the occasion, by advice 
And exhortation of my frugal Dame. 



♦ The house at which 1 was boarded during the time i 
was at School. 
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Motley accoutrements ! of power to smile 
At thorns, and brakes, and brambles, and, in truths 
More ragged than need was. Among the woods. 
And o'er the pathless rock^^ I forc'd my way 
Until, at length, 1 came to one dear nook 
Unvisited, where not a broken bough 
Droop'd with its wither*d leaves, ungracious sign 
Of devastation, but the hazels rose 
Tall and ered, with milk-white clusters hung, 
A virgin scene ? — A little while I stood. 
Breathing with such suppression of the heart 
As joy delights in 3 and with wise restraint 
Voluptuous, fearless of a rival, eyed 
The banquet, or beneath the ti^ees I s^te 
Among the flowers, and with the flowers I play*d } 
A temper known to those, who, after Icnrg 
And weary expe^tion, have been bless'd 
With sudden happiness beyond all hope.— 
—Perhaps it was a bower beneath whose leaves 
The vic^ets of five seasons re-appear 
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And fade, unseen by any human eye. 

Where fairy water-breaks do rourmur on 

For ever, and I saw the sparkling foam. 

And with my cheek on one of those.green stones 

That, fleec'd with moss, beneath the shady trees. 

Lay round me 8catter*d like a flock of sheep, 

I heard the murmur and the murmuring sound. 

In that sweet mood when pleasure loves to^ pay 

Tribute to ease, and, of its joy secure 

The heart luxuriates with indifferent things. 

Wasting its kindliness on stocks and stones. 

And on the vacant air. Then up I rose. 

And dragg*d^p earth both branch and bough, with crash 

And merciless ravage- ^ and the shady nook 

Of hazels, and the green and mossy bower 

Def6rm*d and sullied, patiently gave up 

Then" quiet being ; and unless I now 

Confound my presei^t feelings with the past. 

Even then, when from the bower I tum*d away. 

Exulting, rich beyond the wealth of kings 
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I felt asenie of pdn when I beheld 
The silent trees and the intruding sky.—' 

Tben^ dearest Maiden I move along these shades 
In gentleness of heart with gentle hand 
Toucb^-^- for there is a Spirit in the woods. 
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Three yean she grew in sun and shower. 
Then Nature said, *' A lovelier flower 
On earth was never sown i 
This Child I to myself will take. 
She shall be mine, and I will make 
A Lady of my own. 

Myself will to my darling be 

Both law and impulse, and with me 

The Girl in rock and plain. 

In earth and heaven, in glade and bower. 

Shall fed an overseeing power 

To kindle or restrain. 
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She shall be sportive as the Awn 
That wild with glee acrosa thjelawn 
Or up the moontain spriqgs^ 
And hers shaD be the IvcsathtBg balm. 
And hers the silence and the cdm 
Of mute insensate things. 

The floating clouds their state shall lend 
To her, for hfcr the willow bend. 
Nor shall she fail to see .... 
Even in the motions of the storm 
A beauty that shall mould her form 
By silent sympathy. 

The stars of midnight shall be dear 

To her, and she shall lean her ear 

In many a secret place 

Where rivulets dance their wayward round. 

And beauty bom of murmuring sound 

Shall pass into her fynce. 
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And vital fcdinp of de^ht 
Shall rear her form to statdy height. 
Her virgin bosom sw€ll, \ 
Such thoughts to Lucy I will give 
While she and I together live 
Here in this happy dell. 

Thus Nature spake— The work was done 

How soon my Lucy's race wad run ! 

She died and left to me 

This heathy this calm and quiet scene. 

The memory of what hds been; 

And never more will be. 
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ne PET^LAMB, 
A PASTORAL, 



The dew was &]Hng fast, the stars began to blink $ 
I heard a voice^ it said> Drink, pretty Creature, drink ! 
And, looking o*er the hedge^ before me I e8pie4> 
A snow-white mountain Lamb with a Maiden at its side. 

No other sheep were pear, the Lamb was all a]one> 
And by a slender cord was tether*d to a stone 3 
With one knee on the grass did &e little Maiden kneel. 
While to that Mountain Lamb she gave its evening meaL 

The Lamb while from her hand he thus hb supper took 
Seem*d to feast with head and ears, and his tail with pleasure 

shook. 
*' Dnnk, pretty Creature, drink," she said in such a ton^c 
That I almost receiy d her heart into my own. 
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Twas little Barbara Lewthwaite, a Child of beauty rare, 
I watch*d them with delight, they were a lovely pair. 
And now with empty Can the Maiden tum'd away. 
But ere ten yards were gone her footsteps did she stay. 

Towards the Lamb she look*d, and from that shady place 
I unobserved codd see the workings of her face : 
If Nature to her tongue could measured numbers bring 
Thus, thought I, to her Lamb that little Maid would sing. 

'' What ails' thee. Young One ? What ? Why pull so at thy 

cord ? 
Is it not well wtrfi thee ? Well both for bed and board ? 
Thy plot of grass is soft, and green as grass can be. 
Rest little Young One, rest j what is*t that ailetb thee ? 

What is it thou would'st seek ? What is wanting to thy heart ? 
Thy Kmbs are they not strong ? And beautiful thou art : 
This grass is tender grass, these flowers they have no peers. 
And that green com aU day b rustling in thy ears. 
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If the Sufi is sbiniog hotj do bot stretch thj woollen chain. 
This beech is standing by, its covert thou can*st gain. 
For rain and mountain storms the like thou need*st not fear. 
The rain and storm are things which scarcely can come here. 

Rest, little Young One, rest i' thou bait forgot the day 
When my Father found thee first in places hr away : 
Many flocks are on the hills, but thou wert own*d by none. 
And thy Mother fitnn thy side for evermore was gone. 

He took diee'in bis arms, and in pity brought thee home, 
A blessed day for thee 1 then whither wonld*st thou roam ? 
A ^ithful nuiiie thou hast, the dam that did thee yean 
Upon themqubtain toipB no kinder could have been. 

Thou know^st that twice a day I have brought thee in this Can 
' Fresh water from the brook as clear as ever ran $ 
And twice in the day when the ground is wet with dew 
I bring thee dmughts of milk, warm milk it is and new. 
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Thy limbs will shortly be^twice as stout as thej are now. 
Then 1!11 yoke thee to myc^.Hke a pony in the ploagh. 
My pliaymate thou shalt t>e, ajid when the wind is cold 
Oar hearth shall be thy bed^ our bouse shall be thy fokL 

It will not* will not rest !— poor Creature can it be 
That *tis,thy Mother's heart which il working so in thee ? 
Things thaf' I kpow not pf belike to thee are dear. 
And dreams of things wl^ch thou canst neither see nor hear* 

Alas^ the mountain tpps that look so green and fai^ ! 
IVe heard of feaiiul winds ppd darkness that come therei 
The litde brooks/ that seem; all pastime and all play> 
When they are angry> roar like lions for their prey. 

Here thou need*st not dread the n^ven m the sky. 
He will not cpqie to thee, our Cottage is hard by. 
Night and day thou art safe as living thing can be. 
Be happy then and rest, what is*t that aileth thee? 
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As homeward through the lane I went with hay feet. 
This song to myself did I ofteotimet rq>eat» 
And it seem'd as I retrac'd the hallad line by line 
That bat half of it was hers, and one half ef it was mine. 

Again, and'pnce again did I repeat the song, 

" Nay** said I, '' more than half to the Damsel most belong. 

For she look*d with such a look, and she spake with such a 

tone. 
That I almost receiv*d her heart into my own/* 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



144 

,1.. ; I . ''.</i fi : . ' 
ii Wrmenfn,Gf:iiMANr^ 

^^^i.) :*0k'9mtkf iM4'»tlJiifJ^i of ih^Cenftirf. 

i must apprize the Reader that the stoves in North Germaty 
generally hftve t^e^^ f repression of a galloping Horse upon 
them, this being part of the Brunsuoicl Arms. 



A fig for your languages, German and Norse^ 
Let me have the song of the Kettle, 
And the tongs and the poker, instead of that horse 
That gallops away with such fury and force 
On this dreary dull plate of black metal. 

Our earth is no doubt made of excellent stuffy 

But her pulses beat slower and slower. 

The weather in Forty was cutting and rough. 

And then, as Heaven knows, the glass stood low enougl^ 

And mrw it is four degrees lower. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



145 

Here's a Fly, a disconsobte creature perhafttj 
A child of the field, or the grove. 
And sorrow for him ! this dull treacherous heat 
Ha$ seduc'd the poor fool from his winter retreat. 
And he creeps to the edge of my stove. 

Alas ! how he fumbles about the domains 
Which this comfortless oven environ. 
He cannot find out in what track he must crawl. 
Now back to the tiles, and now back to the wall. 
And now on the brink of the iron. 

Stock-still there he stands like a traveller bemaz'd. 
The best of his skill he has tried 5 
His feeleirs methinks I can see him put forth 
To the East and the West, and the South and the North, 
But he finds neither guide-post nor guide. 
Vol. 11. K 
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See I litis spindlet sink lUlder Win, foot, leg and thigh, 
His eyesight and hearing arc lost, 
Bettt^een life and death his blood freezes and thawi> 
And hiff two pretty pinions of blue dusky gau2e 
Are glued to his sides by the frost. 

No Brother, no Friend has he near him, while I 
Can draw warmth from the cheek of my Love, 
M blest ^nd as glad iii this desolate gloom. 
As if gf e^ii Slimmer grass were the floor of niy room, 
And woodbines were hanging above. 

Yet, God is my witness, thou small helpless Thing, 
Thy life I would gladly sustain 
Tdl summer c6mes up from the South, and with Cftmcb 
Of thy brethren a march thou should*st sound through thtf 

clouds. 
And back to the forests again. 
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2W OBIZBLESg^ FATHER. 



Up, Timothy, up with jrour Staff and away ! 
Not a soul in the village this morning will stay ; 
The Hare has' just started froax Hamilton's grounds. 
And Skiddaw is glad with the cry of the hounds. 

—Of coats and of jackets both grey, red and greeuj 
On the slopes of the pastures all colours were seen. 
With their comely blue aprons and caps white as snow. 
The girls on the hills made a holiday show. 

The bason of box-wood,* just six months before^ 
Had stood on the table at Timoth/s door. 



* In several parts of the North of England, when a funeral 
takes place, a bason full of Sprigs of Box-wood is placed at 
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A Coffin through Timothy's threshold had pass'd^ 
Ocie Child did it bear and that Child was his last. 

Now fast up the dell came the noise and the fray. 
The horse and the horn, and the hark ! hark away ! 
Old Timothy took up his StafF, and he shut 
With a leisurely motion the door of his hut. 

Perhaps to himself at that moment he said, 
" The key I must take, for my Ellen is dead" 
But of this in my ears not a word did he speak. 
And he went to the chase with a tear on his cheek. 



the door of the house froiti which the Coffin is taken up, and 
each person who attends the funeral ordinarily takes a Sprig 
of this Box-wood, and throws it into the grave of the deceased. 
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CUMBERLAND BEGGAR. 



A DESCRIPTION, 
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The OLD CUUBBRLAND BEGGAB, 
A DESCRIPTION, 



The clatt of Besgw» to wbich the old iwn;bcrt dCMrftdd 
belonp, will probably soon be e^tip^ It consisted yf 
poor, and, mostlj, old and inBrtn persons, who confined 
themselvts to a ati^ted round in theii neighbourhood, and 
had certain fi;ud day^, on.whi(fhi »t di^ent hptv|pf, 
thej regularly received charity ; sometimes in mone^, biit 
mostly in provisions. 



I taw an aged Beggar in my walk^ 

And be was seated by the highway side 

On a low strn^re of rade masonry 

Built at the foot of a huge hill, that the/ 

Who lead their horses down the steep roogh road 

May thence remount at ease. The aged man 

Had placed his staff across the broad smooth stone 
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That overlays the pile, and from a bag^ 
All white with flotir the dole of village daipes. 
He drew hb scraps and fragments, one by one. 
And 8c»in*d them with a fix*d and serious look 
Of idle computation. In the sun. 
Upon the second step of that small pile. 
Surrounded by those wild unpeopled hills^ 
He sate, and eat his food in solitude ; 
Arid ever, scattered from his palsied hand. 
That still attempting to prevent the waste. 
Was baiBed still, the crumbs in little showers* 
' Fell on the ground^ and the small mountain b^ds, 
Not venturing yet to peck their destined meal. 
Approached within the length of half his staC 

. Him from my childhood have I known, and then 
He was so old, he seems not older now -, 
He travels on, a solitary man. 
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So helpless in appearance^ that fbr him 
The saontering hcujemaa-tniveller does not throw 
With cardbts hand hb alms upon the ground> 
Bat stDps^ that fa^ may safely lodge the coin 
Within the old Man's hat i nor quits him so. 
But still whca he has given his horse the rein 
Towards^the aged Beggar turns a look^ 
Sidelong and half-reverted. Shie who tends 
The toll-gate, when in summer at her door 
She turns her wheels if on the road she sees 
The aged Beggar coming, quits her work. 
And lif^s the latch for him that he may pass. 
The Post-boy when his rattling wheels overtake 
The aged Beggar, in the woody lane. 
Shouts to him from behind, and, if perchance 
The old Man does not change his course, the Boy 
Turns with less nmsy wheels to the road-side^ 
And passes gently by, without a curse 
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Upon his lipa> or anger at bisiiiQ^fft 
He trai^ on^ a solitary iJbu, 
His age has no 4tMBiipainop, fQn the|;iiQ|]nd 
His ^ea areturQ.*d,,4nd>.aaJbe ino¥es;aloQg» 
Tii(^ jnove akDjg tiie gvooad^aiidjeiEv^m 
Instead .of xommcm ai^ habilaal Ag}^ 
Of fields ^ithrural mo^ks, of bill^andxbde^ . 
And the Uoe sky^ one Utfe/^an ctf ioafth 
Is all.his,proq>ed. Tluii^ ftom/d^iy'to day^ 
Bowbent^ his <eyQs £oq: ever on thegroUnd^ 
He plies Jus weary Journqy, seeing still. 
And never knowing that he sees, some straw, 
Som&acatter*d'laaf, or marks which, 'm:one tracki 
The naih of^cart or chariot wheel have left 
Impressed on the white toad, lin the. same line. 
At distance #till the same. Boor Traveller ! 
His.staff tsails with him, scsredy.do his^feet 
Disturb the summer dust, heiissoatiU 
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In look and motion ttuH ittiO(AI6agt>cam, 
Ere he^lisvepoi^dliie db*, wHMtotn ienray 
Wemy df iMuMBgatll&h. iBoftrtoA^^ 
The vacant ludftketeiy^ toaidi ind fMithi, 
And urchins newly t»iedb*d'all )Kifet luttr^b^ : 
Him even ihe ^d^^^^'fliiraggim l«aim» MbM. 

But de^m ftDttblBitfltnoiideft. W m i Mtitui ! ye 

Who 41te'#o itttftfetd in y^MUr twialiDm, >ye 
Who havea^brMtti idl'r^flidy In yend^httMli 
To rid the wotU ^f iitiian<»» 5 ye proud^ 
Heart-swolb^ wh^einyodrfyideye^ODntemplite 
Yourlrtittits^ ffo^p^, flttd'vvMdm, ^m'ldtti not 
A burthen of the^ttfa. "^is tfcttmV law 
That noiie^ ^the Ytt^dttdtftof ei«ated Mnp, 
Of forms created the most yflettti(Fbfate^ 
TheiMlest dr'ttloet'&oxioQs, ^ould exiit 
DivorceHAMa^go^^ a splint Bfid^pubeof-gMl^ 
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A life and soul to every mode of being' 
Inseparably Hnk'd. While thm be creeps 
From iloor to door, the VillagerB lA him 
Behold a redord which togedier binds 
Past deeds and offices ci chanty 
IHse >inremember*d^ and so keeps alive 
The kindly mood in hearts which lapse of years, 
And that bidfTwisdom half-experience g^ves- 
Make slow tafeel> and by stiFe steps resign 
To sdfishness and cold oUivous cares. 
Among the farms and sectary huts 
H^mletsi and thinly-scattered vilkigps^ 
Where'er the aged Beggar takes his rounds^ 
The mild necessity of use compds 
To a6ts of love 5 and habit does the work 
Of reason^ yet prepares that after joy 
Which reason' cherishes. And thqs the soul> 
By that sw^et t^te 0^ pleasure unpursifd 
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Doth find itself iosennbly di^08*d 

To virtue and trae goodness. Some there are. 

By their good works exalted, lofly minds 

And meditadve, aathors of delight 

And happiness, which to the end of time 

Will live, and spread, and kindle -, minds like these^ 

In childhood, from this sditary being. 

This helpless wanderer, have perchance receiv* d, 

(A thing more precious far than all that books 

Or the folicitudes of love can do !) 

That first mild touch of sympathy and thought. 

In which they found their kindred with a world 

Where want and sorrow ware. The easy man 

Who sits at his own door, and like the pear 

Which overhangs his head fi'om the green wall. 

Feeds in the sunshine 5 the robust and young. 

The prosperous and unthinking, they who lite 

Shelter'd, and flourifh in a little grove 
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Of thdr own kindtiiA^ aU Mtal^in km 
AfliUMownltorf «hi<^<m.(b«if o^indi^ 
Most noe<k ioiprm « txmmko^ tbm^ 
Of idf-congrattdaHQQ^ to t)m be^rt 
Of each r«€»IU)ig btA po^idiaK Imm^ 

Though he to oo^ooe^^fi^tb^ fQftitii4e 
Add ctrcwa^oAiQn. oeedlul to pre^orve 
His praseat bkssfjxip^ mdi ta imsbiQAd: ($ 
The respite of the aMSQfi* Jm 4t; lie^l. 
And 'ti« BQ vulgai^ servio^x malmii Ai^nr f<?k. 

Yet iortfier.-^-^Maoy, Ibdtev^ ^f«iupe 
Who live a Ufc of vistuoua ioctsof^^ 
Men who can hear the Deealopie acKl fed. 
No self-iepro2^ch> who of the moral law 
£stal>Hsh'd in ^ l^od where thi^y abide 
Are strid obflccvera* and not negligent^ 
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Meanwhile^ in mj tendiemcm ei heart 

Or a6l ef love to tlMe widi wfawa tlief dwettf 

Their kindred^ and the cl^ldren of their Mood. 

Praise be to 9udi^ and to Iheir theonbeiiB peaqe I 

— But of the poor osaa sak, the abjeft poM'^ 

Go afld demand of hifti> if there be here> 

In this cold abstinence from evil deeds. 

And these ifieThaMe chides, 

WherewiA to satisfy the human soul. 

No— roan is de^ to man : the poorest poor 

Long for some moments in a weary- H4e 

When they can know and fed that tjiey hare been 

Themsdves the fathers and die dealers out 

Of some smali blessings, have been kind* to sud!i 

As needed kindness, for this sin^e cause. 

That we have ali of us one human heart. 

—Such pleasure is to one kind Being known 

My Neighboor, when with punctual onre, each week 
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Duly as Friday cornea^ ^ough press'd herself 
By her own wants, she from her chest of meal 
Takes one unsparing handful for the scrip 
Of this old Mendicant, and, from her door 
Returning with exhilarated heart. 
Sits by her fire and builds her hope in heav'n. 

Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And while, in that vast solitude to which 
The tide of things has led him, he appears 
To breathe and live but for himself alone, 
Unblam'd, uninjur d, let him bear about 
The good which the benignant law of heaven 
Has hung around him, and, while Hfe is his. 
Still let him prompt the unlettered Villagers 
To tender offices and pensive thoughts. 
Then let him pass, a blessing on his head ! 
And, long as he can wander, let him breathe 
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The fineahnets of the vaffies^ let his blood 
Straggle with froitf dr and winter snowt^ 
And let the chartered wind that sweeps the heath 
B^t Us pef locks against his withered face. 
Reverence the hopt whose vital anxioasness 
Gives the last human intereit to his heart. > 
May never House^ nusnamed of industry. 
Make him a captive ; for that pent-up din^ 
Those life-consuming sounds that dog the air^ 
Be his the natural silence of old age. 
Let him bjs free of mountain solitudes. 
And have around him, whether heard or not. 
The pleasant melody of woodland birds. 
Few are his pleasures ; if his eyes, which now 
Have been so long familiar with the earth. 
No more behold the horizontal sun ' 
Rising or setting, let the light at least 
Find a free entrance to their languid orbs. 
Vol. 11. L 
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And let him> swifer^ anfl wimhe will, ak iow& 
Beneath die-tsnes> or by the grassyfhonfc 
€)f 1high«wi^;«de, aUd witii ithelittle birds^ 
Share his chaooe^ga&er'd moal> a^d, fioaUfj 
As in die e^ie of I^Iatiive be h(M4iv'4> 
So in the^ejeiof N«tBre let him dia 
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RURAL ARCHITECTURE. 

' I m \\m^ ■ 

There's George Kshet, Charies Rettilflg, and'Aegito^d 

Shore^ ' 
Three rosy-ch6ek*d School-boys, the highest not more 
Than the hdght of aCoutitellor's bargj 
To the top of Great How did it plea&e them to climb. 
And there they buih u^ withottt mortar or lime 
A Man on the peak of the crig. 

They built him of stones gathered up as they lay. 
They built him and christen d h\m all in one day. 
An Urchin both vigorous and hale ^ 
And so without scruple they qaird him Ralph Jones. 
How Hatph is renown'd for the length of his bones } 
The Magog of Legberthwaite dale. 
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Just half a week a^er tbe Wind sallied forth, 
And^ in anger or merriment^ out of the North 
Coming OR with a terrible pother. 
From tbe peak of the crag blew the Giant away. 
And what did these School-boys ?— The rery next day 
They went and they built up another. 

—Some little IVe seen of blind boisterous works 
In Paris and London, 'mong Christians or Turks, 
Spirits busy to do and undo : 

At remembrance whereof my blood sometimes will flag. 
— ^Then, light-hearted Boys, to the top of the Crag) 
And 1*11 build up a Giant with you« 



Great How is a single andconfpicaous tiill, which rises towirdf 
the foot of Thirl mere, on the western side of the beautiful dalt 
''of Jleg^nthwaitc, tAwag the high road between Kesnick ud 
Ambleside. 
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A poetm epitaph. 



Art thou a Statesifian^ in the van 
Of public business train*d and bred, 
—First learn to love one living man ; 
Then may'st thou think upon the dead. 

A Lawyer art thou ?— draw not nigh } 
Go, carry to some other place 
The hardnesa of ||v coward eye. 
The falshood of thj sallow face. 

Art thou a man of purple cheer ? * * 
A. rosy man, right plump to see ? 
Approach 5 yet Do^r, not too near : 
This grave no cushion is for thee. 
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Art thou a man of gallant pride/ 
A Soldier, and no man of chaff ? 
Welcome I — but lay thy aword aside/ 
And lean upon a Peasant's staff. 

Physician art thou ? .One/ all jcf9$. 
Philosopher ! a fingering /riay«/ 
One that would peep and botanize . 
* Upon his mother's grave ? ^ 

^ Wrapp'd closely in thy* sensual fleece 
O turn aside> and take, Ipr^, 
That he below may rest in 
Thy pin-point of a soul away ! 



peaok 

nrl W 



—A Moralist perchance iq^peats ; 
Led> Heaven knows how I to thii poor sod : 
And He has ndther eyes nor eara ) 
Himself his world^ and his owa God i 
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Nor foiTn nor fbeliiig greatnor dtnall, 
A reasonings self-Bufficklg tMtig> 
An intdleaual All in. AU I 

Shut close the door ! ^s« dbwh tfad latdi : 
Sleep in thy intelledoal cnist^ 
J^or lose ten tick^nji of thy Watchj 
Near this ubprofitane^ 



s^^t 



But wHb is He witb nodded l()Oks> 
And clad in homely russet brown ? 
He murmurs neaj^e running brooks 
A music sweeter IKm their own. 



He is retired as noontide dew> 
Or fountain in a noonday grove ^ 
And you must lov4 him^ ere to you 
He wiU seem 'wortky of your lovCi 
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The outward shews ^sky asd earthy 
Of hill and vaUey be has view'd) 
And impulses of deeper birth 
Have come to him in solitude. 

In common things that round us lie* 
Some random truths he can impart 
Hie harvest of a quiet eye 
That broods and sleeps on his own hearts 

i But he is weak> both man 9ud boy^ 
I Hath been an idler in the land> 
\^ Contented if he might enjoy 
Xrhe things which others understtftidfr ^ 

-—Come hither in thy hour of strength^ 
Come^ weak as b a breaking wave t 
Here stretch thy body at full length j 
Or buUd thy houae upon this grave.— 
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A CHARACTER, 

ht tit antitkitical Mamif* 



I marvd how Nature could e?cr find apace 
For the weight and the lefitj seen in his face : 
There's thought and no thought^ and there's palenesi • 

and bloom^ 
And bustle and sluggishnessy pleasure and gloom. 

There's weakness^ and strength both redundant and yain> 
Such strength^ as if ever afflidion and pain 
Could pierce through a temper that's soft to disease/ 
Would be rational peace-^a philosopher's ease* 

There's. mdifFerence, alike when he faUs and iaacttds, 
And attention full tei> timet as much as there needs^ 
Pride where there's ho envy, there's so much of joy > 
And mildness^ and 'spirit both forward and coy. 
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There*8 freedom^ and sometimes a diffident stare 
Of shame scarcely steibing^.fi&k]io\^ that she*s there. 
There*8 virtue^ the dtk itwMly may claim^ 
Yet wants^ hearen knows what> to be worthy the name. 

What a pidure ! 'tis drawn without nature or art, 
—Yet the Man would at once run away with your heart, 
And I for five centuries right gladly would be 
Such an odd^ such a kind happy creature as he» 
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A FRAGMENT. 



mm 



Between two sister pooorlaqd rilb 

There is a spot that seems to lio 

Sacred to flowrets of the ibUlt^ 

And sacred to the sky. 

And in this smooth and open dell 

Therie is a tempest-strick^ tcee ; 

A corner stone \jf lightning cat. 

The last stone of a. cottage hut I 

Ahd in this dell you see 

A thing no storm can e*er destro/> 

The shadow of a Danifli Boy. 

In clouds above> the lark is h^rd. 
He sings his blithest and l^s best} 
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!But In this lonesome nook the bird 

Did never build his nest. 

No beast> no bird hath hefe his home > 

The bees borne on the breezy'air • 

Pass high above those fragrant bells 

To other flowers^ •to oth^r dells^ 

Nor ever linger there. 

The Danish Boy walks here alone : 

The lovely dell is all his own« 

A spirit of noon day is he^ 

He seems a Form of €eah and blood ; 

A piping Shepherd he might be, 

A Herd-boy of the wood. 

A regal vest of fur he wears, 

In colour like a raven's wing ; 

It fears nor rain, nor wind, nor dew. 

But in the storm 'tis fresh and bide 

As budding pines in -Spring) 
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Hig helmet has a renial grace, 
Fsesh aa the bloom upcm hia fac«. 

A harp la from hk shoulder slung ; 
He rests the harp upon his knee. 
And there in a forgotten, tongue 
He warbles melody. 
Of flocks and herds both far and near 
He is the darling and the J07, 
And often, when no cause appears. 
The mountab ponies prick their eara. 
They hear the Danish Boy, 
While in the dell* he sits alone 
Beside the tree and comer-stone^ 

When near this blasted tree you pass. 
Two sods are plainly to be seen 
Close at^ root, and each with grass 
Is 00^6, fl-esh and greexL 
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Like turf upon a new-made gra^e 
These two green sode toige^er lie> ^ 
Nor heat, nor cold, nor rain, nor wind 
Can these two sods together htaA, 
Nor sun, nor eartix, xacsr sk^; 
But side by side the twb^avelaidi 
As if just sever d by the spade. 

There sits he : in his hoe you s^S^ 

No trace of a ierocious akf 

Nor ever was !a ckwadless aky 

So steady or so fair. 

The lovely Danish Boy ii bdest 

And happy in his flowery cove ; 

From bloody deeds his thoughts are far ; 

And yet he wfiurbles songs of war $ 

They seem like songs (rfjovc. 

For calm and gentle is ia$ mien -, # 

Like a dead Boy he is serene. 

******* *,• * * 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



By Persons resident in the country and attached to rural 
obje^, many places will be found unnamed or of 
unknown names, where little Incidents will have 
occurred, or feelings been experienced, which will have 
given to such places a private and peculiar interest. 
From a wish to give some sort of record to such Inci- 
dents or renew the gratification of such Feelings, Names 
have been given to Places by the Author and some of 
his Friends, and the following Poems written in con- 
sequcnde. 



Vol. II. M 
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Poems m tu naming rf plaoes. 



I. 



It was an April Morning : fresh and clear 

The Rivulet^ delighting in its strength^ 

Ran with a young man's speedy and yet theyoice 

Of waters which the winter had supplied 

Was sof^en*d down into a yemal tone. 

The spirit of enjoyment and desire. 

And hopes and wishes^ ^om all living things 

Went circling, like a multitude of sounds. 

The budding.grores appeared as if in haste 

1*0 spur the steps of June > as if their shad^ 

Of various green were hindrances that stood 
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Between them and their objed : yet, meanwhile, 

There was such deep contentment in the air 

That eveiy naked ash, and tardy tree 

Yet leafless, seem'd as though the countenance 

With which it look'd on this delightful day 

Were native to the summer. — Up the brook 

I roam*d in the confusion of my heart. 

Alive to all things and forgetting all. 

At length I to a sudden turning came 

In this continuous glen, where down a rock 

The stream, so ardent in its course before. 

Sent forth such sallies of glad sound, that all 

Which I till then had heard, appeared the voice 

Of common pleasure : beast and bird, the lamb, 

The Shepherd's dog, the linnet and the thrush 

Vied with this waterfall, and made a song 

Which, while I listened, seem*d like the wild growth 

Or like some natural produce of the air * 

That could not cease to be. Green leaves were here, 
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But *twas the foliage of the rocks, the birch. 

The yew, the holly, and the bright green thorn. 

With hanging islands of resplendent fiirze : 

And on a summit, distant a short space. 

By any who should look beyond the dell, 

A single mountahi Cottage might be seen. 

I gaz*d and gaz*d, and to myself I said, 

'* Our thoi^hts at least are ours ; and this wild nook. 

My Emm 4, I will dedicate to thee." 

Soon did the spot become my other home. 

My dwelling, and my out-of-doors abode. 
And, of the Shepherds who have seen me there. 
To whom T sometimes in our idle talk 
Have told this fancy, two or three, perhaps. 
Years after we are gone and in our graves. 
When they have cause to speak of this wild place. 
May call it by the name of £mma*8 dell. 
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II. 
To JOANNA. 

Amid the smoke of cities did you pass 

Your time of early youth> and there you leam'd^ 

From years of quiet industry^ to love 

The living Beings by your own fire-teide^ 

With, such a strong devotion^ that your hear^ 

Is slow towards the sympathies of them 

Who look upon the hills with tenderness^ 

And make dear friendships with the streams and grofes. 

Yet we who are transgressors in this kind, ' 

Dwelling retired in our simplicity 

Among the woods and fields, we love you well, 

Joanna ! and I guess^ since you have been 
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So distant from us now Ux two long yeaca^ 
That yon will gladly Jiilen to discourse ' 
However trivial,, if you thence are taught 
Hiat they, with whom you once were hapff, talk 
Familiarly of < you and of old times. 

While I was seated, now some ten days past^ 

Beneath those lofty firs, that overtop 

Their ancient neighbour^ the old Steeple tower^ 

The Vicar from his gloomy house hard by 

Came forth to greet me^ and when he had ask'd, 

'* How fares Joanna> that wild-hearted Maid ! 

And when will she return to us ?** he paus*d> 

And after short exchange of village news. 

He with grave looks demanded, for what cause, 

Reviving obsolete Idolatry, 

I like a Runic Priest, in charadters 

Of formidable size, had chiseFd out 

Some uncouth name upon the native rock. 
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Above the Rotha, by the forest side. 

— Now^ by those dear immunities of heart 

£ngender*d betwixt malice and true love^ 

I was not loth to be so catechiz*d. 

And this was my reply! — ^' As it befell 

One summer morning we had walked abroad 

At break of day, Joanna and myself. 

— 'Twas that delightful season, when the broom, 

Fyll flower*d, and visible on every steep> 

Along the copses runs in veins of gold. 

Our pathway led us on to Rotha's banks. 

And when we came in front of that tall rock 

Which looks towards the East, I there stopp*d short, 

And trac'd the lofty barrier with my eye 

From base to summit ; such delight I found 

To note in shrub and tree, in stone and flower. 

That intermixture of delidous hues. 

Along so vast a surface, all at once. 

In one impression, by conne6ting force 
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Of their own beaut j, imag'd in the heart. 
— When I had gaz'd perhaps two minutes' space, 
Joanna, looking in my eyt8, beheld 
That ravishment of mine, and laugh'd alond^^-— 
The rock, like something starting firom a sleep, 
Took up the Lady's, voice, and laugh'd again : 
That ancient Woman seated on Helm-crag 
Was ready with her cavern j Hammar-Scar, 
And the tall Steep of Silver-How sent forth 
A noise of laughter -, southern Loughrigg heard. 
And Fairfied answer'd with a mountain tone : 
Helvellyn far into the clear blue sky 
Carried the Lady's voice, — old Skiddaw blew 
His speaking trumpet ; — back out of the clouds 
Of Glaramara southward came the voice i 
And Kirkstone toss'd it from his misty head. 
Now whether, (said I to our cordial Friend 
Who in the hey-day of astonishment 
Sroil'd in my face) this were in simple truth 
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A "work accompIiih*d by the brotherhood 

Of ancient moontains, or my ear was touch*d 

With dreams and visionary impulses^ 

Is not for me to tell ; but sure I am 

That there was a loud uproar in the hills. 

And, while we both were listening, to my side 

The fair Joanna drew, is if she wish*d 

To shelter firom some objed of her fear. 

—And hence, long afterwards, when eighteen moom 

Were wasted, as I chanc'd to walk alone 

Beneath this rock, at sun-rise, on a calm 

And silent morning, I sate down, and there. 

In memory of afie^ons old and true, 

I chissel'd out in those rude chara6ters 

Joanna's name upon the living stone* 

And I, and all who dwell by my fire-side 

Have caird the lovely rock, Joanna's Rock.** 

NOTE. 
In Cumberland and Westmoreland arc several Inscriptions 
upon the native rock which from the wasting oCTime and 
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the rudeness of the Workmanship had beem mistaken for 
Runic. Thej are without doubt Roman. 

The Rotha, mentioned in this poem> is the River which 
flowing through the Lakes of Grasmere and Ryiole fidls 
into Wyndermere. On Helm-Crag, that impressive single 
Mountaia at th^ head of the Vale of Grasmere, is a Ro(^ 
whick from moft points of view bears a striking resenx- 
blance to an Old Woman cowering. Gose by this rock is 
one of those Fissures or Caverns, which ia tiie language 
of the Country are called Dqngeons. The other Mountains 
either immediately suiround the Vale of Grasmere, or 
belong to the same Cluster. 
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III. 

There is an Eminence,— of these our hills 
The last that parleys with the setting sun. 
We can behold it from our Orchard-seat, 
And, when at evening we pursue our walk 
Along the public way, this Cliff, so high 
Above us, and so distant in its height. 
Is visible, and often seems to send 
Its own deep quiet to restore our hearts. 
The meteors make of it a favorite haunt : 
The star of Jove, so beautiful and large 
In the mid heav'ns, is never half so feir 
As when he shines above it. 'Tis in truth 
The loneliest place we have among the clouds. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



189 

And She who dwells with me^ whom I have lov*d 
With such communion^ that no place on earth 
Can ever be a solitude to me^ 
Hath said> this lonesome Peak shall bear my Name. 
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IV. 

A tiarrow girdle of rough stones and crags^ 

A rude and natural causeway, interpos*d 

Between the water and a winding slope 

Of copse and thicket, leaves the eastern shore 

Of Grasmere safe in its own privacy. 

And there, myself and two beloved Friends, 

One calm September morning, ere the mist 

Had altogether yielded to the sun, 

Saunter'd on this retired and difficult way. 

—Ill suits the road with one in haste, but we 

Hay* d with our time ; and, as we stroird along. 

It was our occupation to observe 

Such objeAs as the waves had toss'd ashore. 
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Feather, or l«rf, or weed, or withered Ixragh, 
Each on the other heap'd along the lin6 
Of the dry wreck. And in our vacant mood. 
Not seldom did we stop to watch some tnft 
Of dandelion seed or thistlfe*s beard, 
Which, seeming lifeless half, and half impelled 
By some internal feeling, skimm'd along 
Close to the surface of the lake that lay 
Asleep in a dead calm, ran closely oh 
Along the dead calm lake, ribw here, now there. 
In all its sportive wanderings all the while 
Making report of an invisible breeze 
That was its wings, its chariot, and its horse. 
Its very playmate, and its moving soul. 
And often, trifling with a privilege 
Alikt indulged to all, we paus'd, one now. 
And now the other, to point out, perchance 
To pluck, some flower or water-weed, too fair 
Either to be divided from the place 
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On whkh it grew, or to be Jeft alone 

To its own beauty. Many sucji there arc. 

Fair fbrns and flowers, and chiefly that tall plant 

So stately, of the Queen Osmunda nam'd. 

Plant lovelier in its own retired abode 

On Grasmere*s beach, than Naid by the side 

Of Grecian brook, or Lady of the Mere- 

Sole-sitting by the shores of dd Romance. 

So fared we that s^eet morning : from the fields 
MeauAvhile, a noise was heard, the busy mirth 
Of Reapers, Men and Women, Boys and Girls. 
Delighted much to listen to those sounds. 
And in the fashion which I have describ'd. 
Feeding unthinking fancies, we advanc'd 
Along the'indented shore j when suddenly. 
Through a thin veil of glittering haze, we saw 
Before us on a point of jutting land 
The tall and upright figure of a Man 
Attir'd in peasant's garb, who stood alone 
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V 

AngUng beside the margin of the lake. 
That way we tum*d oursteps^; nor was^it long, 
Ere making ready comments on the sight 
Which then we saw^ with one and the same voice 
We all cried out, that he must be indeed 
An idle man, who thus could lose a day 
Of the mid harvest, when the labourer's hire 
Is ample, and some little might be stor'd 
Wherewith to chear him in the winter time. 
Thus talkmg of that Peasant we approach*d 
Close to the spot where with his rod and line 
He stood alone j whereat he turn d his head 
To greet us — and we saw a man worn down 
By sickness, gauut and lean, with sunken cheeks 
And wasted limbs, his legs so long and lean 
That for my single self I look'd at them. 
Forgetful of the body they sustiin'd. — 
Too weak to labour in the harvest field. 
The man was using his best skiU to gain 
Vol. M. N 
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A pittance from the dead unfeeling lake 

Ubsit knew not of his wants. I will not saj 

What th<»ight8 immediately were ours, nor how 

The happy idleness of that sweet morn. 

With all its lovely images, was chang'd 

To serious musing and to self-rq>roach. 

Nor cUd we fail to see within ourselves 

What need there is to be reserved in speech, 

And temper all our thoughts with charity. 

— Therefore, unwilling to forget that day. 

My friend. Myself, and She who then received 

The same admonishment, have call'd the place 

By a memorial name, uncouth indeed 

As e'er by Mariner was giv*n to Bay 

Or Foreland on a new-discover*d coast. 

And, Point Rash -judgment is the Name it bears. 
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To M. H. 

Our walk was far among the ancient trees : 

There was no road, nor any wood-ndan's path. 

But the thick umbrage, checking the wild growth 

Of weed and sapling, on the soft green turf 

Beneath the branches of itself had made 

A track which brought us to a slip of lawn. 

And a small bed of water in the woods. 

All round this pool both flocks and herds might drink 

On its firm margin, even as from a well 

Or some stone-bason which the Herdsman's hand 

Had shap*d for their refreshment, nor did sun 
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Or wmd from any quarter ever come 
But as a blessing to this calm recess^ 
.This glade of water and this one green field. 
The spot was made by Nature for herself: 
The travellers know it not, and *twDl remain 
Unknown to them -, but it is beautiful. 
And if a man should plant his cottage near. 
Should sleep beneath the shelter of its trees. 
And blend its waters with his daily meal. 
He would so love it that in his death-hour 
Its image would survive among his thoughts. 
And, therefore, my sweet Mary, this still nook 
With all its beeches we have named from You, 
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MICHAEL, 

A PASfORAL POBm. 



If from the puUlc wajt yon torn your steps 
Up the tumaltaoas brook (^ Ghreen-head Gill, 
Vou will suppose t&at with afi upright path 
Your feet must struggle ; in 8uch bold asc^t 
The pastoral Mountains front you, face to face. 
But, eourage I for beside that boisterous Brook 
The mountains have all open'd out themselves. 
And made a hidden valley of their own* 
No habitation there is seen ; but such 
As journey thither find themselves alone 
With a few sheep, with rocks and stoneSi and kittt 
That ot^rhead are sailing in the sky. 
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It is in trath an utter solitude. 

Nor should I have made mention of this Dell 

But for one objcd which you: might pass by. 

Might see and notice not. Beside the brook 

There is a straggling heap of unhewn stones ! 

And to that place a story appertains. 

Which, though it be ungamish*d with events. 

Is not unfit, I deem, for the fire-side. 

Or for the summer shade. It was the first. 

The earliest of those tales that spake to me 

Of Shepherds, dwellers in the vail ies, men 

Whom I already lovd, not verily 

For their own sakes, but for the fields and hills 

Where was their occupation and abode. 

And hence this Tale, while I was yet a boy 

Careless of books, yet having felt the power 

Of Nature, by the gentle agency 

Of natural objeds led me on to feel 

For passions that were not my own, and think 
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At random and imperfedly indeed 
On man ; the heart of man and human life. 
Therefore, althoagb.it be a history 
Homely and rude, I will relate the same 
Por the delight of a few natural hearts. 
And with yet fonder feeling, for the sake 
Of youthful Poets, who among these Hills 
Will be my second self when I am gone. 



UPON the Forest-side in Grasmere Vale 
There dwelt a Shepherd, Michael was his name. 
An old man, stout of heart, and strong of limb. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength : his mind was keen 
Intense and frugal, apt for all affaird. 
And in his Shepherd's calling he was prompt 
And watchful more than ordinaiy men. 
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Hence he had leariofd die iheamng of ail vnaat^, 
Of blasts ^ evetf tone, mad often-'dixH^ 
When others heed«d li«C, lie heard th^ 8011^1^ 
Make subteffittfeouft rDUiic> like the noisb 
Of Bagpipers dn diistaftt Highland bUUf 
The Shephe^d^ sA such wa^iii^^ of hit dock 
Bethought hkn, atidbet<3rbimadf wtiaM say 
The winds are no<r devii^g >^ork for me ! 
And truly at all times the storm^ that drives 
ThQ Traveller to a shelter, summon'd him 
Up to the mountains : he had been alone 
Amid the heart of many thousand mists 
That came to him and left him on the heights. 
So ]iv*d he tiU hts eigiitieth year was passed. 

And grossly that man errs, who should suppose 
That the green Valleys, and the Streams and Bockf 
Were things indifferent to the Shepherded thoughts. 
Fields, where with chearful spirits he had breath*d 
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TbecattOHD ak f tke bitti, wMch iMfsd oft 

Had climb'd witlb TigoNKW step* | wbldi had ittipr^i^d 

So maoyuiddiiiitB upon Ja^ mind 

Of hardship^ skSlor oontage^ joy dr f«Mf j 

Which like a bode preserr^d lb» memc^y 

Of the dun^ ankaab, wbotuhehadsai^'d; 

Had fed or ^sduer'd^ Haking to mch ads> 

So gratdhl in thoasehes^ the certainty 

Of honorable galas; idiese fields^ tlwsehtllft 

Wbicifr were hh living Bdiig^ even inM« 

Than his own Blood^-^x^hat could they lesis ? had laid 

Strong hold on his affections, were to him 

A pleasurable feeling of blind love. 

The pleasnre which there is in life itself. 

He bad not passed his days- in singleness. 
He had a Wife> a comdy Matron, old 
Though younger than himself full twenty yeari. 
She wast ^ woman of a stirring life 
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/ 
^ Who8e\heart wai in her bouse : ^o wlifeibls she had 

< Of asiti<][tie^folin^ tl^s lar^e fo^rspiniDg w6ol> 
That small for flax> and if pi^e wheel had rest^ 

, If was because the oth^r yv9a at work. 

The Pair had but one Jiimate in their house, 

An only Child, who bad been bora to them 
When Michael telling o*er his years began 
To deem that he was old, in Shq>herd's phrase. 
With one foot in the grave. This only son. 
With two brave ^heep dogs tried in many a storm, 
The one of an inestimable worth, 

, Made all their Household. I may truly say. 
That they were as a proverb in the vale 
For endless industry. When day was gone. 
And from their occupations out of doors 
The Son and Father were come Jbome, even thqn 
Their labour did not cease, imless when all 
Turn'd to their cleanly supper-board, and there 
Each with a mess of pottage and skimm*d milk. 
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Sate round their basket pil'd with oaten cakes^ 
And their plain home-made cheese. Yet when their me^l 
Was ended^ Lukb (for to the Son was nam'd) 
And his old Father^ both betook themselves 
To such convenient work, as might employ . 
Their hands by the fire-side ; perhaps to card 
Wool for the House-wife's spindle, or repair 
Some injury done to sickle, £ail, or scythe. 
Or other implement of house or field. 

Down from the cicling by the chimney's edge, 
Which in our ancient unconth country style 
Did with a huge proje«5tion overbrow 
Large space beneath, as duly as the light 
Of day grew dim, the House-wife hung a lamp> 
An aged utensil, which had performed 
Service beyond all others of its kind. 
Early at evening did it bum and late. 
Surviving Comrade of uncounted Hours 
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Which gMUff hf finomjear td fear had foaiid 
Aod left the Couple oekher gtf perhaps 
Not chcacfiil, yet with obje^ and with hop^ 
Living a Mib of eager industiy. 
And now> when I^okb was in has eighteenth year. 
There by the light of this old laprip they M,e, 
Father and Sod, while late into the night 
The House^wife plied her own peculiar work, 
Making the cottage thro' the silent hours 
Murmur as with the sound of summer flies. 
Not with a Waste of words, but far the sake 
Of pleasure, which I know that I shall gire 
To many living now, I of this Lamp 
Speak thus minutdy : for there are no few 
Whose memories will bear witness to mj tale. 
The Light was famous in its neighbourhood. 
And was a puUic Symbol of the life. 
The thrifty Pair had liv'd. For, as it chanc'd, 
Their Ck)ttage on a plot of rising ground 
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Stood aiogle^ with large pvosp^ N«rtil> a»4SoQtfa> 

High into Esadsiie, up to I?Homa}-Raife« 

And We^twar4 to the village i^fita the hfki^p 

And from this ccofltaat Ught 90 regular 

And ao dwrseeiif the Houie its^ hy all 

Who dwdt vitbin the Uewts of the vm1<5. 

Both old and yoxmgt wa» nain*d The £vfniog Star. 

Thus living on tbioqgh emh a leilgtb of years. 
The Shepb^d, if h^ lov*4 hio^self, must p^eds 
Have lov*d bis He^mate > hut to Michael's heart 
This Son of his old age was yet more dear — 
Effed which mi^ht perhaps have been prodag'd 
By that in^ti^i^ve tenderness^ the same 
Blind Spirit, which i^ in the blood of all. 
Or that a child* mOre than all other gifts. 
Brings hope with it, and forward-looking thoughts. 
And stirrings of inquietude, when they 
By tendency of nature needs must fail. 
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From such^ and other causes^ to the thoughts 

Of the old Man his only Son was now 

The dearest obje6t that he knew on earth. ' 

Exceeding was the lore he bare to him^ 

His Heart and his Heart's joy ! For oftentimes 

Old Michael^ while he was a babe in arms^ 

Had done him female service, not alone 

For dalliance and delight^ as is the use 

Of Fathers, but with patient mind enforced 

To a«5l3 of tenderness ; and he had rock'd 

His cradle with a woman's gentle hand. 

And in a later time, ere yet the Boy 

Had put on Boy s attire, did Michael love. 

Albeit of a stern unbending mind. 

To have the young one in his sight, when he 

Had work by his own door, or when he sate 

With sheep before him on his Shepherd's stool. 

Beneath tliat large old Oak, which near, their door 
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Stood, and from it*8 enormous breadth of shade 
Chosen for the Shearer's covert from the sun. 
Thence in our rustic dialed was call'd 
The Clipping Tree,* a name which yet it bean* 
There, while they two were sitting in the shade. 
With others round them, earnest all and blithe. 
Would Michael exercise hb heart with looks 
Of fond corredion and reproof bestowed 
Upon the child, if he disturbed the sheep 
By catching at their legs, or with his shouts 
Scar'd them, while they lay still beneath the shears. 

And when by Heaven s good grace the Boy grew up 
A healthy Lad, and carried in his cheek 
Two steady roses that were five years old. 
Then Michael from a winter coppic* cut 
With his own hajid a sapling, which hehoop*d 

* Clipping: is the word used in the North of England for 
shearing. 

Vol. M. O 
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With iron> making it throughout in all 
Due rcqufeites a perffeft Shepherd's Staff, 
And gave it U> the Boy 5 wherewith equipped 
He ai a Watchman oftentimes was placed 
At gate or gapr, to stem or turn the flock. 
And to hi3 bfRct prematurely callM 
There stood the urchin, as you will divine. 
Something between a hindrance and a help. 
And for this cause not always, 1 believe. 
Receiving ftom hi^ Fathel- hire of praise. 
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While this good household thus were living on 

From day to day, to Michael's ear there came 

Distressful tidings. Long before the time 

Of which I speak, the Shepherd had been bound 

In surety for bis Brother's Son, a man 

Of an industrious life, and ample means. 

But unforeseen misfortunes suddenly 

Had pressed upcMi him, and old Michael now 

Was summon'd to discharge ihc forfeiture, 

A grievous penalty, but litde less 

Than half his substance. This un-look*d for claim 

At the first hearing, for a moment took 

More hope out of his life than he supposed ' 

That any dd man ever could have lost. 

As soon as he had gathered so much strength 

That he could look his trouble in the face. 

It seem'd that hiis sole refuge was to sell 

A portion of his patrimonial fields. 

Such was his first resolve ; he thought again. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2V2 

And his heart faild him. '^ Isabel/* said he^ 
Two evenings after he had heard the news, 
" I have been toiling more than seventy years. 
And in the open sun-shine of God*s love 
Have we all Hv*d, yet if these fields of ours 
Should pass ihto a Stranger's hand, I think 
That I could n6t lie quiet in my grave, 
Our lot is a hard lot ; the Sun itself 
Has scarcely been more diligent than I, 
And I have liv'd to be a fool at last 
To ray own family. An evil Man 
That was, and made an evil choice, if he 
Were false to us ; and if he were not false. 
There are ten thousand to whom loss like this 
Had been no sorrow. I forgive him— but 
'Twere better to be dumb than to talk thus. 
When I began, my purpose was to speak 
Of remedies and of a chearful hope. 
Out Luke shall leave us, Isabel ; the land 
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Shall not go from us^ and it shall be free. 
He shall possess it, free as is the wind 
That passes over it. We have, thou knowest, . 
Another Kinsman, he will be our Mend 
In this distress. He is a prosperous man. 
Thriving in trade, and Luke to him shall go. 
And with his Kinsmap*8 help and his own thrift. 
He quickly will repair this loss, and then 
May come again to us. If here he stay. 
What can be done ? Where every one is poor 
What can be gam*d ?" At this, the old man paus'd. 
And Isabel sate silent, for her mind 
Was busy, looking back into past times. 
There's Richard Bateman, thought she to hen elf. 
He was a parish-boy — at the church-door 
They made a gathering for him, shillings, pence. 
And halQ>ennie3, wherewith the Neighbours bought 
A Basket, which they fiird with Pedlar's wares. 
And with this Basket on his arm, the Lad 
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Went up to London, found a Master there. 
Who out of infldy chose the trusty Boy 
To gcyknd overlook hit merchandise 
Beyond the &eas, where he grew wond'rous ridi, 
And left eslatei ahd monies to the poor. 
And at his hirth-plaee built a Chapel, floor*d 
With Marble, which he sent fit)m foreign lands. 
These thoughts, and many others of like sort, 
Pass'd quickly thro* the tnind of Isabel, 
And her face brightened. The Old Man was glad, 
And thus resumed. " Well ! Isabel, this scheme 
These two days has been meat find drink to me. 
Far more than we have lost is left us yet. 
—We have enough — I wish indeed that I 
Were younger, but this hc^ is a good hope. 
— Make ready Luke** best garments, of the best 
Buy for him more, and let us send him forth 
Tp-morroW, or the itext day, or to-night : 
—If he could go, the Boy should go to*nigbt.** 
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Here Michael ceas'd> and to the fieldi went forth 
With a light heart. The Hoase-wife for five dAjm 
Was restless mom and nighty and all day long 
Wrought on with her beat fing^n to prepare 
Things needful for the%joamey of her Son. 
But Isabel was glad when Sunday came 
To stop her in her work ; ibr, when ahe lay 
By Michael's side, she for the two last nights 
Heard him, how he was troubled in his sleep : 
And when they rose at morning she could see 
That sdl his hopes were gone. That day at noon ' 
She said to Luke, while they two by themselves 
Were sitting at the door, *' Thou must not go. 
We have no other Child but thee to lose. 
None to remember-^o not go away, 
F<Mr if thou leave thy Father he wiU die." 
The Lad made answer with a jocund voice. 
And Isabel, when she had told her fears, - 
Recover*d heart. That evening her best fare 
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Did she bring fortb^ and all together sate 
Like happy people round a Christmas fire. 

Next morning Isabel resum*d her work^ 
And all the ensuing week the house appeared 
As cheerful as a grove in Spring : at length 
The expected letter from their ELinsman came^ 
With kind assurances that he would do 
His utmost for the wdftre of the Boy, 
To which requests were added that forthwith 
He might be sent to him. Ten times or more 
The letter was read over ; Isabel 
Went forth to shew it to the neighl)ours round : 
Nor was there at diat time on English Land 
A prouder heart than Luke's. When Isabel 
Had to her house retum'd, the Old Man said, 
*' He shall depart to-morrow." To this woi'4 
The House-wife answered, talking much of thitfgi 
Which, if at such short notice he should go, 
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Would surely be forgotten. But at length 
She gave cxmseat, and Michad was at ease. 

Near the tumultuous brook (^ Green-head GiU^ 

In that deq> Valley, Michael had designed 

To build a Sheep-fold, and, before he heard 

The tidings of his melancholy loss. 

For thb same purpose he had gathered up 

A heap of stones, which dose to the brook side 

Lay thrown together, ready for the work. 

With Luke that evening thitherward he walk*d -, 

And soon as they had reach'd the place he stopp*d. 

And thus the Old Man spake to him^ ^' My Son^ 

To-morrow thou wilt leave me ; with full heart 

I look upon thee, for thou art the same 

That wcrt a promise to me ere thy birth. 

And all thy life hast been ray daily joy. 

I will relate to thee some little part 

Of our two histories -, 'twiU do thee good 
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When thou art from me, even if I should speak 
Of things thou canst not know o£. A fter thou 
First cam'st into the worlds as it befalls 
To new-bom infants^ thou didst sleep awaj 
Two days^ and blessings from thy Father's tongue 
Then fell np<m thee. 13ay by day passed on^ 
And still I loy*d thee with encreasing love. 
Never to living ear CRme sweeter sounds 
Than when I heard thee by our own fire^^ido 
First uttering without words a natural tune. 
When thou, a feeding babe, didst in thy joy 
Sing at thy Mother*^ breast Month followed month. 
And in the open fields my life was pass'd 
And in the mountains, else I think that thou 
Hadst been brought up upon thy father*s knees. 
—But we were playmates, Luke 5 among these hills, 
As well thou know'st, in us^the did and young 
Have play'd together, nor with me didst thou 
Lack any pleasure which a bc^ can know." 
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Luke had a manly heart ; but at these words 

He 80bb*d aloud 5 thfe Old Man grasp'd his hand. 

And said, "•Nay do not take it so — I see 

•That these are things of which I need not speak. 

— ^Evcn to th« utmost I have been to thee 

A kind and a good Father; and herein 

I but repay a gift wliich I myself 

Received at others hands, for, though now old 

Beyond the common life of man, I still 

Remember them who lov'd me in my youth. 

Both of thetn sleep together : here they liv'd 

As all their Forefathers had done, and when 

At length their, time was come, they were not loth 

To give their bodies to the family mold. 

I wished that thou should*8t lire the life they liv'd. 

But *tis a long time to look back, my Son, 

And see so little gain from sixty years. 

These fields were burthen'd when they came to me } 

Till I Was forty years of age, not more 
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Than half of my inheritance was mine. 

I toil'd and toil'd j God bless'd me in my work> 

And *till these three weeks past the land was free. 

—It looks as if it never could endure 

Another Master. Heaven forgive me, Luke, 

If I judge ill for thee, but it seems good 

That thou should'st go.** At this the Old Man paused, 

Then, pointing to the Stones near which they stood^ 

Thus, after a short silence, he resum'd : 

'* This was a work for us, and now, my Son, 

It is a work for me. But, lay one Stone — 

Here, lay it for me, Luke, with thine own hands. 

I for the purpose brought thee to this place. 

Nay, Boy, be of good hope : — we both may live 

To see a better day. At eighty-four 

I still am strong and stout -, — do thou thy part, 

I will do mine. — I will begin again 

With many tasks that were resigned to thee j 

Up to the heights^ and in among the stormsj 
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Will I without thee go again> and do 
All works which I was wont to do alone^ 

Before I knew thy face. Heaven bless thee. Boy ! 

Thy heart these t^o weeks has been beating fast 
With many hopes — ^it should be so— yes — ^yes— 
I knew that thou could'st never have a wish 
To leave me, Luke, thou hast been bound to me 
Only by links of love, when thou art gone 
What will be left to us ! — But, I forget 
My purposes. Lay now the comer-stone. 
As I requested, and hereafter, Luke, 
When thou art gone away, should evil men 
Be thy companions, let this Sheep-fold be 
Thy anchor and thy shield 3 amid all fear 
And all temptation, let it be to thee 
An emblem of the life thy Fathers livM, 
Who, being innocent, did for that cause 
Bestir them in good deeds. Now, fare thee well- 
When thou retum*st, thou in this place wilt see 
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A work which is not here, a covenant 

Twill be between us but Nvbatcver fate 

Befall thee^ I ^hall love thee to the last,. 
And bear thy memory with me t^ the grave."^ 

The Shepherd ended here ; and Luke 8toop*d down. 
And as his Father had requested, laid 
The first stone of the Sheep-fold -, at the sight 
The Old Man's grief broke from him, to bis heart 
He press'd his Son, he kissed him and wept -, 
And to the House togetber they retum*d. 

Next morning, as had been resolv'd, the Boy 
Began his journey, aud when he had reach'd 
The public Way, he put on a bold face i 
And all the Neighbours as be passed theur dq^n 
Came forth, with wishes aod with ^qreweU pray'n> 
Tliat foUow'd him *tiU he was out of sight 
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A good report did from their Kinsman come. 

Of Luke and his well-doing j and the Boy 

Wrote loving letters, full of wond'rous news. 

Which, as the Hoyse-wife phrased it, were throughout 

The prettiest letters that were ever seen. 

Both parents read them with rejoicing hearts. 

So, many months pass'd on : and once again '. 

The Shepherd went about his daily work 

With confident and cheerfcd thoughts -, and now 

Sonpetimes when he could find a leisure hour 

He to that valky took bis way, and there 

Wrought at the Sheep-fold. Meantime Luke began 

To slacken in his dt^y, and at length 

He in the dissolute city gave himself 

To evil courses : ignominy and shame 

Fell on him, so that he was driven at last 

To seek a hiding-place beyond the seas. 
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There Is a comfort in the gtrength of love ; 
'Twill make a thing endurable, which else 
Would break the heart : — Old Michael found it lo. 
I have convers'd with more than one who well 
Remember the Old Man^ and what he was 
Years after he had heard this heavy news. 
His bodily frame had been from youth to age 
Of an unusual strength. Among the rocks 
He went^ and still looked up upon the sun> 
And listen'd to the wind -, and as before 
Pcrform'd all kinds of labour for his Sheep, 
And for the land his small inheritance. 
And to that hollow Dell from time to time 
Did he repair, to build the Fold of which 
His flock had need. Tis not forgotten yet 
The pity which was then in every heart 
For the Old Man — and *ti« believ'd by all 
That many and many a day he thither went. 
And never lifted up a single stone. 
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There, by the Sheep-fold, sometimes was he seen 
Sitting alone, with that his faithful Dog, 
Then old, beside him, lying at bis feet. 
The length of full seven years from time to time 
He at the building of this Sheep-fold wrought^ 
And left the work unfinished when he died. 

Three years, or Httle more, did Isabel, 

Survive her Husband : at her death the estate 

Was sold, and went into a Stranger's hand. 

The Cottage which was nam'd The Evening Star 

Is gone, the ploughshare has been through the ground 

On which it stood ; great changes have been wrought 

In all the neighbourhood, yet the Oak is left 

That grew beside their Door y and the remains 

Of the unfinished Sheep-fold may be seen 

Beside the boisterous brook c^ Green-head GilL 

Vol. II. P 
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NrfTES TO THE POEM OF THE BROTHERS 



Page aC-rfinc 20 *< There were two springs that bubbled 
side by side.'* The impressive circumstance here described, 
a£iually took place some years ago in this country, upon an 
eminence called Kidstow Pike, one of the highest of the 
mountains that surround Hawes-water. The sunmiit of the 
pike was stricken by lightoing ; and every trace of one of the 
fountains disappeared, while the o^er continued to flow as 
before. 



Page 20— line 5 ** The thought of death sits easy on the 
man," &c. There is not any thing more worthy of remark 
in the manners of the inhabitants of these mountains, diaii 
the tranquillity, I might say indifierence, with which they 
think and talk upon the subje£k of death. Some of the covttw 
try church-yards, as here described, do not contain a an^ 
tombstone, and most of them have a very small number. 
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NOTES TO THE POEM op MICHAEL. 



NOTE I. 

Pa§e 213— line 14 "There's Richard Bateimn," 5bc. The 
story alluded to here is well known in the country. The 
chapel is called Ings Chapel ; and is on the right hand side 
of the road leading froin Kendal to Ambleside. 



Page 21 7— line 4 " ■ had dcsign'd to build a sheep- 
fold." &c. It may be proper to inform some readers^ that a 
sheep-fold in these mountains is an unroofed building of stone 
walls, with diflferent divisions. It is generally placed by the 
side of a brook, for the cohvenience of washing the sheep ; 
but it is also useful as a shelter for them^ and as a place to 
drive them into, to enable the shepherds conveniently to 
single out one or more for any particular purpose. 



END. 
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Preface^ p. zi. line ii, for Lucietia — read Lucretius^ 

Page I45y line i, vol. ii. place a comma after the words 
<< disconsolate creature/' and omit the comma 
after " perhaps" 

Page I47,line 5, vol. ii.for " both grey red andgrccn,** 
substitute grej^ scarlet^ and green. 
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